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THE 
SIR, WW 
I'S ax. approvd Oppinion, There's not ſo unhappy a 
| Creature in the World, as the Man that wants Ambi.. 
tion : for certainly be lives to wery little uſe that only toils 
in the ſame Round, and becauſe be knows where he is, though 
in a dirty Road, dares not venture 02 a ſmoother Path, for 
fear of being. loft. That I am not the Wretch I condemn, 
Your Royal" Highneſs may be ſufficiewly convinc'd, in that 
I duſt preſume to put this Poem under Your Patronage. 
My Motives to it were not Ordinary: For, beſides my own 
propenſity to take any opportunity of publiſbing, the extream 
Devotion I'owe your Royal Highneſs, the mighty Encou- 
ragement I received from your Approbation of it when pre- 
ſemted on. the Stage, was hint enough to let me kncw at 
whoſe Feet it ought to be laid. Tet whilſt I do this, I am 
ſenfible the Curious World will expeft ſome Panegyrick on 
thoſe Heroick Virtues which are throughout it ſo much 
Admird. But as they are @ Theam too great for my Un- 
dertaking, ſo only to endeavour at the trath of 'em, muſt, 
in the diflance between my obſcurity and their height, ſavour 
of a Flattery, which "in your Royal Highneſſe's efteem 1 
would not be thought guilty of * though in that part of 'em 
which relates to my ſelf (viz. Tour Favowrs ſhowr d on a 


thing ſo mean as | am) I know not how to be ſilent. For 
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\) when I had the Honour 
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Your Commands to go ff i 
to kiſs Tour” Rhyal Hip : fl EY 
permiſſion to make a "2 cation to Fou en Second. I 
muſt confeſs, and boaſt, I am very ak. /2 ut; and it 
were enough to make me more, were 1 not ſenſi ble bis 7 
I am- unieſerving. Tet when A" confedey;a Fo Mew 
Tour Favors. precipitatehy, : but \har is 68 wnrertain ſig) of 
ſome Deſert when -you' vouchſafe: to -promvte>\i.who have ter- 
minated my beſt. hopes-in it; tbould d-wrong-t0;your Gyodneſs, 
ſhould: I not let the Wi orld know my:mind\ as\mel}. as my Cons 
dition is 'rais'd by itc. | I: am certain \nond\tbat:\krow your 
Royal* Highneſs will: diſapprove my afpirIngito the'Service of 
fo Great. and:ſo\Good' a: Maſter ;: One who ((as-45\ apparent. by 
all:thoſe who haue'the Honour. to. be-near- you, and:;know you 
by, that:Title) never ' ratsd without Merit;:, or. diſcountenanc'd 
bled Taftice: *Tis bat indletd\obliging Sevtrity \which 
has: in. all menicreated'an_awful Love'and: Reſpeft: towards 
you-:- fiance inthe firmneſs of your Reſolution the brave and 
poodiman is ſure of you, whilſt the ill minded: and malignant 
fears: you.» This I could not paſs over, aud] hope your Royal 
Highneſs. will pardon it; fince tis unaffefedly my Zeal to 
you, who am, in nothing: þo- Unfortunate, as.that I have not 
@ better.oppartunity to-let you and the World. know how much 


Fam '_ 


Your, Royat Highneſſ s moſt humble, 
moſt faithtul, and molt obedient 
Servant, . - 


The: Otway. 


The PREFACE 


(i Reader, !> 1! - | 
s IF Snot that T have any great affeCtion to ſcribling, 
I that I pefter \phee with a Preface; for amongit 
" Friends, *tis almoſt as poor a I rade with Poets, as 
it-19 with thoſe that write Hackney under Attorneys, it will 
hardly keep us:in Ale and Cheeſe, Honeſt Arioſto began to 
be ſealible of |30-in his time, who makes his Complaint to 
this purpoſe ; 


T pity thoſe who 5#' theſe latter Jays 
Do Write, when Bounty hath ſhut up her Gate ; 

_ Where Day and Night in vain good Writers knock, 
And-for their Labours oft have but a Mock. 


EhysIfind it according to Sir John Harrington's Tranſla- 
tion; thad-I underſtood Italian, 1 would have given it thee 
ta the Original ; but that is not my Talent, therefore to pro- 
ceed:;This Play was the Second that ever writ, or thought 
of Writing, - I muſt confeſs, I had often a Titillation to 
Poetry, but never duſt venture on my Muſe, till I got her 
intoa Corner in the Country : and then, like a baſhful 

oung Lover, when I had her private, I had Courage to 
tumble, but never thought ſhe would have produc'd any - 
thing ; till at laſt, I know not how, e*reI was aware, L 
found my ſelf Father of a Dramatique Birth, which I call'd + 
Alcibiades : but I might, without offence to any perſon in the 
Play, as well have calPd it Nebachadnezzar ; tor my Hero, 
to do him right, was none of that ſqueamiſh Gentleman I 
make him, but would as little have boggPd at the obli- 
ging the Paſſion of a . young and a beautiful. Lady, as I 
ſhould my ſelf, had I the ſame Opportunities, which 7 
have given him. 'This. Þpubliſh to antedate the Objefti- 
ons ſome people may make againſt that Play, who have 
been (and much good may it do%em) very ſevere, as they 
think upon this. Whoever they are, 1 am ſure I never 
diſoblig'd them ; nor have they, (thankmy good Fortune) 
much wyur'd me : in the mean while I forgive '*em, and 
ſince 


Te PREFACE. 
'fince T am out of the reach on't, leave %*em to chew the 
Cud on their own Venom. I am well ſatisfi'd I had the 
greateſt party of men of wit and ſenſe on my {ide : amongſt 
which I can never enough acknowledge the unſj le 
Obligations I received from the Earl of R. who, far above 
what I am ever able to deſerve from him, ſeem'd almoſt to 
make it his buſineſs, to eſtabliſh it in the good opinion of 
the Kzng and his Royal Highneſs; from both. of - which I 
have ſince received Confirmations of their good Liking of 
it, and Encouragement to proceed. And it is to him, I 
muſt in all gratitude confeſs, I owe the greateſt part of my 
700d ſucceſs inthis, and on whoſe indulgency I extreamly 
build my hopes of a next. I dare not preſume to take to 
my ſelf what. a great many, and thoſe (I am fare) of good 
Judgment too, have been ſo kind to afford me, (viz.) 'That 
it is the beſt Heroick Play that has been written of late : 
tor, I thank Heaven, I am not yet ſo vajn. But this I may 
modeſtly boaſt of, which the Author of the French Bernice 
has done before me, in his Preface to that Play, that it never 
faiPd todraw Tears fromthe Eyesof the Auditors; I mean, 
thoſe whoſe Souls were capable of ſo Noble a pleaſure ; for 
*twas not my buſineſs, to take ſuch as only come to a Play- 
Houſe to -ſee Farce-fools, and laugh at their own deformed 
- Pictures. Thougha certain Writer, that ſhall be nameleſs, - 
(but you may gueſsat him by what follows) being ask*d his 
opinion of this Play, very gravely Cock'r, and cry*d, I gad 
he knew not a line in it he would be Author of. But he is a fine 
Facetious witty Perſon, as my Friend Sir Formal has it ; 
and to be even with him, I know a Comedy of his, that 
has not ſo much as a Quibble in it which I would be Au- 
thor of. And fo, Reader, I bid him and thee 


4 ' _ Farewel. 


THE 


| The Prologue: 


W-= firſt our Anthoy took this Play in hand, 
He donbted much, and long was at a ſtand. 
Fe knew the Fame aud Memory of Kznes 
Were to be treated of as Sacred things. 
Not as tare repreſemted in this Ape, 
Where they appear the Lumber of the Stage ! 
Us only ju reconciling Tools, 
Or what is worſe, made Villains all, or Fools. 
—_—= the Char atters he ſhows to Night, 
e found were very difficult to write : 
He found the Fame of France and Spain at ſtake, 
Therefore long pau&d, and feard which part to take ; FI 
Till this bis Jadewent ſafeſt underſtood, 
To make 'em both Heroick as he cou'd. 
But now the preate was yet unpaſt, 
He found EATER! confin'd _ % 
He is 8 Man of Pleaſare, Sirs, like you, 
And therefore hardly could to buſineſs bow, 
Till as the'laſt he did this Conqueſt get, 
To make Ms Plafure Whetſtone to his Wit, $ 
So ſometimes for variety be writ. 
But as thoſe heads nho diſcourſe by Rote, 
Sometimes ſpeck Serfe' although they rarely know't. 
So he ſcarce knew to what his work would grow ; 
But *twas 4 Play; becauſe it would be [6 : 
Tet well hs knows this is a weak pretence, 
For Idleneſs is the worſt went of Senſe. 
- Let him not now of Careleſſneſs be text, 
Hell write in earneſt, when he writes the next ; 
Mean While ———_— 


Prune his Ins Braxches, never. ſpare; | 


Tet do it k 'h be not too ſevere ; 
Fle may bear better Fruit another Teay. 
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Prince's Confident... '$ Mr. Cradh. 
R u1= Gomez. Mr, Mears 
Queen of Spain. ; "Mry Mey Lee. 
Dutcheſs of Eboli,Wife 

to R- Gomez. 12 Mes. Shadjel.” 
Henrietta. Mrs Gift." 
Garcia. - nfo Mrs Gill. 3 


Officer of the Guards + Mr Neri. FY ” wal 


DLIV 


# 


. "1 4» i 4 | . Þ” bw # = ; 
TITECH #0 [ 'T | CZFL ES i 
. 4 : % * 6 = ; , = _—_— , 


PRINCE of SPAIN.. 


TRAGEDY. 


— ER TS 


| —— — 


ACT theFirſt. SCENE the Firſt. 
A Palace. Royal, 
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14] :4 ] EN! Fo ' 
The Curtain drawn diſcovers the King and Queen «ttended, 
Don Carlos, the Marqueſs. of Pola, Rui-Gomez, &c. 
 Eboli, Henrietta, Garcia, Attendants, Guards. 


: RT: 
"APpPY the Monarch on whoſe Brow no Cares 


Add weight to the bright Diadem he wears; 
Like me, in all that he can wiſh for, bleſt. : 


_ 


Renown and Love, . the gentleſt calms of Reſt 

And Peace, adorn my Brow, enrich my Breaſt, ' 

To me great Nations H—_— > { ately 

Though whilſt my vaſt Dominians ſpread ſo” far, - 

Where moſt I Reign, I muſt pay Homage, here.  fTo the Queen, 


Don Carles. So Merchants, caſt apo n ſome ſavage Coaſt, 


Are forc'd to ſee their deareſt Tr loſt. 
of B Curſe ! 


2 DemxCarlos Lia of Spain. 
Curſe ! What's Obedience? al falſe Notion made [Aide. 
By Prieſts, who when they; fou ory — : ec 


Dyechnon. new Arts kept 0 


King, — why 254 my Carlo? iD 
His a _ am all's Sunſhine we a Cloud ? 
My So y Glory & 3 EP ry 
From this fais Charmer, and NY ON Ropa 
Shall ſuch a Noble Race of Hero's <q 
As may adorn the Court when thou art King, 

D. Car. A greater Glory I can never know, 
Than what already I enjoy in You. 
The brighreſ# Ornarygents of Crowngand Powers, 

L only cat,gdmire as ghey are Yours 

King. fkavnd. how t ſtands unmor'! not the leaſt als 

Of Tranſport 


D. Car, ——=——Not admire your Happineſs? I do c 
As much admire it as I rev*rence You. 


mg preſs the GAY. - F Kneels to the 
This Sth, t yay DE et: | . **{1 T Queen, 


ueen, How qe it is ie i his Paſſion to confine | 4 
Pm fure tis ſo, if nay; pa by mine... 7 - [Afide. 
Alas, my. Lord,' fav6-200: ; [To Carlos. 
D. Carlos. Ohf might L ane enjoy this. Pleaſure ſtill, 
Here wauld I worſhip, and: for ever kneel. 
Queen. *For Heav'n, my Lord, you know not what you do. 
Knng. Still there appears ors er gk an his Brow : 


-_ 


And in' his Looks an Eatneſtneſ> ] | 
W hich from no common Cauſes can proceed. LAbde.. 
w———\ en, when, my deareſt Joy, [To the Queen, 


Shall I the mighty debt of Love: defray !? 
Hence to Love's ſecret Temples tet's retire, 


There on his Altars kindle th? Apvrous fire, wy 


Ut 


Then Phcenix-like each in the flame expire. d 
Still he is fixt=———— ; 


b FLoaks 
an—— MA, obſerve the. Prince. = TP R Gone. 


Yet ſmytle on me m Excellence. 
ns —tor}- ly Farsand Baſs hems. 
But you muſt lay aſide that; Title oh: wait | 
The DoRQrige which I vgs good :; 
Oh the impetnaus Sallics of my yet] 
Queen, To what atwgkoms Joys = for©d v0 yiekl? 
Now Fate her utmoſt malice has, 
Carlos, farewel: for gnce 1 
Kmg. Toy wing'd with rapture 


DEI noe 0c! fy 


Don Carlos Prince of Spairi. 3 
My Son, all Troubles from thy Breaft reſign, 
And let thy Father's Happineſs be thine. —_— and 
| . attended, 
D. Car. What King, what God wonld fot his Pow'r forgo, 
T* enjoy ſo much Divinity below 2 | 
Did'ſt thou behold her, Poſa 7 DR 
Poſa. Sir, I did. | 
D. Car. And is ſhe not a ſweet one? Snch a Bride, 
O Poſa, once ſhe was decreed for mine: 
Once I had hopes of Bliſs, Hadſt thou but ſeen 
How bleſt, how proud I was, if I conld get 
But leave to lie Gm—_ at ood 
Ev'n with a Look I could my Es 
Nay ſhe in pity too would ' Cher Tn ; 
Till at the laſt my Vows ſheceBful pore, 
And ane day, ſighing, ſhe confeſ&'d the lov'd. 
Oh! then I found no limits to oor Joy. j 
With Eyes thus languifhing we lookt all day; 
So vigorous and ffreng we darted Beams, 
Our meeting Glances kindkd into Flames ; 
Nothing we found that promis'd not elight : 
For when rude ſhades depriv*d us of the gn 
As we had gaz'd all day, we dreamt all night. 
But after all theſe Labours undergone, 
A cruel Father thus deſtroys his Son ; 
Ia their full height my choiceſt Hopes beguiles, 
And Robs me of the Fruit of alt my Tolls, 
My deareſt Poſa, thow wert ever kind ; 
Bring thy beſt Counſel, and direct my Mind. 


Emtey Gomez. 


R. Go, Still he is here=oWy Lord. 

D. Car. Your Buſineſs now ? 

R. Go, I've with concern beheld your Clouded Brow, 
ho ! though y*have loſt a Beanty well might make 


r wagur 01d x u_ tte Daty ſh 
et not a Father's Ills ide'your Mind, 
But be Obedient, t e's proved unkind. 
D. Car. Hence, Cyniick, to/dall Slaves thy Morals teach, 
I have no leiſure now to hear thee Preach. 
Still you'l uſurp a Power ore my Will. 


R. Go. Sir, you my Setvieewinterpret il! : 
Nor need it be-6 | "that [' 
Have been your your Infancy, 


When to my Charge cortmitted, Halofte” © | 
Se | +8 Inſtru&ed 


4 - .: Don Carlos. Print of Spain, 


inſtructed __ how to expett a Growng ; © 1's-.ne7 
\Taught you-Ambition, ard Wars nobleſt Agts, . +. +1; 4} |» / 
How-to-lead Armies, and to conquer Hearts; 

Whilſt, though but Young, : 

You would with pleaſure read of Sieges got, 
And ſmile to hear of bloody Battels foy igri» hat Ws 
And ſtill, though not controul, I may riſe, STENT 

D. Car. Alas, thy Pride wears a to9 thinDiſguiſe : IG 

Too well I know the Falſhood of thy =: 6 
Which to my Father render'd me fp foul, R 

That hardly as his Son a ſmile Pye: known, 

But always as a Traitor met his Fromn.. +, +; KY 
My forward Honour was, Ambition call'd : / 

Orif my Friends my early;] ame, extoll'd, 


You dampt my Father's {ſtill as they jms, ot +1 | 
Perſwading I repin'd he liv'd too long, | SY. 
So all my Hopes by you were fruſtrate ;made, - 1 1:19 Tre? 


And robb'd of Sun-ſhine wither*d-in the Shade. | "_ 
Whilſt, my good Patriot ! you diſpog'd, the Gromn. SUS 
Out of my reach, to have it in. your 'own.; {390g 
But I'll prevent your Policy— 
R., Go. —y Lord, 
This Accuſation is unjuſt and hard. ' 
The King your Father would not ſo upbraid. ; --. 
My Age: is all my Service thus, repaid 2. ;i-;i .- 4: 
But I will hence, and let my Maſter hear.' | 
How generouſly you reward-my Carez.. Got *5r. 
Who on my juſt Complaint, 1 doubt not, will. ; 
At leaſt redreſs the Injuries I feel. . , [Exit Gomez. 
. Po. Alas, my Lord, you too ſeverely urge 
Your Fate, his Intereſt with the King.is large. 
- Beſides, you know he has already ſeen 
The Tranſports of your Paſhon for'the Queen: 
The uſe he may of that Advantage make -;.  -... - = 
You ought at leaſt Yavoid, but, for. her ſake. | 
D. Car. Ah! my dear Friend, Maſt tourht wy tender par; ; 
I never yet learnt the. Arby bio nog!” 
Go, call him back, telf him;pbat, 1. img. 
His Pardon, and will n&re offend him mo | 
The-Queen 1 kind, Heav'n, make her 2 nar Care 
O! fiy,o ks $ - he goes too far | 


PO we bandi'd WP and, yn by E 
y ſo much more Unha 
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A Prince, and Heir to great Þ bod 3 knw oh 
Fm ford to court a Slave: Laoft H{ooras) 1h 95 
3 PLANT 


Den Carlos Prave of Spain. . 5 
Vexes his Peace under whoſe:Shade he grows.  - E Re-enter © R/ Gomez 


Now he returns: aſſiſt me, Falſhood,—down, [and Poſa. 
Thou Rebel Paſſion——— — 


Sir, I fear Pve done [ToR, Gomez, 
You wrong ; but if I have, yon can forgive. wit! 
Heav'n ! can I do this ahje& thing and live ? [. Aſide. 


R. Go. Ah! my good Lord, it makes too-large amends, 
When to his Vaſlal thus'a Prince deſcends : 
Though it was ſomething rigid, and unkind, 
T*upbraid your faithful Servant and your Friend. 
D. Cay. Alas, no more; all Jealouſics ſhall ceaſe 
Between us two, let there be henceforth Peace. 
So may juſt Heay*n.aflift:; me when I ſue, 
As I to Gomez always will be true. 
R. Go. Stay, Sir, and for this mighty Favour take 
All the return Sincerity can make. 
Bleſt in your Father's Love, as I'm in yours, 
May not one Fear diſturb your happy hours: 
Crown'd with'Succeſs may all your Wiſhes be, 
And you ne're find worſe Enemies than me. [Exeunt Car. 
Nor ſpight of all his Greatneſs ſhall he need : and Pola. 
Of too long date his Ruine is decreed. 
Spair's early Hopes of him have been my fears. 
*T was I the Charge had of his Tender years, 
And read in all the progreſs of his Growth 
An untam'd, havghty, hot and furious Youth ; 
A Will unruly, and a Spirit wild : 
At all my Precepts ſtilt with ſcorn he ſmiPd. 
Or when by th*Power I from his Father had, 
Any reſtraint was on his Pleaſures laid, 
. Uſher'd with Frowns on me his Soul would rife, 
And threaten future Vengeance from his Eyes, 
But now to all my Fears I bid adieu ; 
For, Prince, Il bumble both your Fate and you. 
Here comes the Star by whom my courſe I ſteer. Enter Eboli; 
Welcome, my Love, — | 
Ebols. My Lord, why ſtay you here 
Loſing the Pleaſure of this happy Night? 
When all the Court are melting in Delight, 
You toil with the dull Bus'neſs of the State. 
R. Go, Only, my Fair one, how to make thee Great :: 
Thou tak'ſt up all the Bus?neſs of my Heart, 
And only to it Pleaſures caw'ſt impart. 
Say, ſay, my Goddeſs, when: ſhallI be bleſt ? | - 
It s an Age ſince I was Happy laſt. $5,011 
Eboli. My Lord, I come not hither now'-to-hear: 


4 --.; Non Carlos. Princt of Spain, 


Inſtructed _ how to expect a Grawng ; TI's. ned v1" 
\Taught you Ambition, add Wars nobleſt Agts  +,5.5 + 14 1 |. 
"How. to. lead Frmies and to conquer Hearts; 

Whilſt, though but Young, : _ ; 

You would with pleaſure read of Sieges g 
And ſmile to hear of bloody Battels foy 

And ſtill, though oo Ly a I may viſe. 4h] 312 

D. Car. Alas, thy e Wears a tor thin, Diſguiſe: RR 

Too well I know the Fallhood of thy ul, | J 
Which to my Father render'd me ſp foul, | mW 
That hardly as his Son a ſmile Pye: known, ' = 

But always as a Traitor met his Frown.. -:. 1, 4 , 

My forward Honour was, Ambition call'd : 
Orif my Friends my early;] ame, extoll'd, 


P . 
% 
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' "oY { {1 
You dampt my Father's {till as they £ &, Hot wi | 
Perſwading I repin'd he liv'd too long, K ; ST; 


So all my Hopes by you were fruſtrate, made, - 1 ..-.'4 Frey 
And robb'd of Sun-ſhine wither*d:in the OO OO IT 
Whilſt, my good Patriot / you diſpos'd, the ', La 
Out of my reach, to have it in your 'own.; al 
But I'll prevent your Policy— 
R. Go. ——y Lord, 
This Accuſation is unjuſt and hard. 
The King your Father would not ſo pore. | 
My Age: is all my Service thus, repaid ? ,:-,j .- 4: 
But I will hence, and let my Maſter hear; 
How generouſly you reward my Care; :: 
Who on my juſt Complaint, 1 doubt not, will, | | 
At leaſt redreſs the Injuries I feel. .. , [Exit Gomez. 
. Po. Alas, my Lord, you too ſeverely urge 
Your Fate, his Intereſt with the King.is large. 
- Beſides, you know he has already ſeen 
The Tranſports of your Paſfiog for'the Queen: }. 
The uſe he may of that Advantage make - Veragh? - 
You ought at leaſt avoid, but, for.her ſake, 
D. Car. Ah! my d Friend, thyaſt touch my tender 'ſt part 3 5 
I never yet learnt the. iArt, mere! *; | 
Go, call him back, telf } my non Bo 
His Pardon , and will netre. off end him, more... 
The Queen ! 1 . d Heas n, make her thy neareſt. Care, 
O! fly, o'retake im Cre he Pe-i00 utc: » £145h 
BE are we bandi'd up and wn by Fat: 
ſo much more Unhapp PY.A$ Ware; 
Fy Prince, and Heir to Spamm'ys great: 
I'm forcd to court a Slaye;w: 
Who, like a Bramble ?, 
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Vexes- 


Don Carlos Price of Spain. . 5 
Vexes his Peace under whoſe:Shade he grows. ' rerrev R.' Gomez 


Now he returns : aſſiſt me, Falſhood,——down, Þ and Poſa. | 
Thou Rebel Paſſion—— — 


Sir, I fear Pve done [ToR, Gomez, 
You wrong ; but if I have, yon can forgive. pirg!! 
Heav'n ! can I do this ahje& thing and live? (Aſide. 


R. Go. Ah! my good Lord, it makes too large amends, 
When to his Vaſſal thus a Prince deſcends : 
Though it was ſomething rigid, and unkind, 
T*upbraid your faithful Servant and your Friend. 
D. Car. Alas, no more; all Jealouſies ſhall ceaſe 
Between us two, let there be henceforth Peace. 
So may juſt Heay*n.aflift; me when I ſue, | 
As I to Gomez always will be. true. 
R. Go. Stay, Sir, and for. this mighty Fayour take 
All the return Sincerity can make. 
Bleſt in your Father's Love, as Pm in yours, 
May not one Fear diſturb your happy hours: 
Crown'd with'Succeſs may all your Wiſhes be, 
And you ne're find worſe Enemies than me. [ Exeunt Car. 
Nor ſpight of all his Greatneſs ſhall he need : and Pola. 
Of too long date his Ruine is decreed. 
Spain's early Hopes of him have been my fears. 
*T was I the Chargerhad of his Tender years, 
And read in all the progreſs of his Growth 
An untam'd, havghty, hot and furious Youth 
A Will unruly, and a Spirit wild : 
At all my Precepts ſtill with ſcorn he ſmiPd. 
Or when by tt*Power I from his Father had, 
Any reſtraint was on his Pleaſures laid, 
. Uſher'dwith Frowns .on me his Soul would rife, 
And threaten future Vengeance from his Eyes, 
But now to all my Fears I bid adieu ; 
For, Prince, Ill humble both your Fate and you. 
Here comes the Star by whom my courſe I ſteer. Enter Eboli; 
Welcome, my Love. 
Ebols. My Lord, why ſtay you here 
Loſing the Pleaſure of this happy Night? 
When all the Court are melting in Delight, 
You toil with the dull Bus'neſs of the State. 
R. Go, Only, my Fair one, how to make thee Great: 
Thou tak'ſt up all the Bus?neſs of my Heart, 
And only to it Pleaſures caſt impart. 
Say, ſay, my Goddeſs, when: ſhalll be bleſt ? | 
It s an Age ſince I was Happy laſt. 


Ebols. My Lord, I come not hither now'-to hear. 


Your 
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: Your Love, but offer ſomething to your Ear. 


If you have well obfervr*d, you muſt have ſeen 

To day ſome ſtrange Diſorders in the Queen. 
R. Go. Yes, ſuch as Youthful Brides do ſtill expreſs, 

Impatieat Longings for the Happineſs. 

Approaching Joys will fo diſturb the Soul, 

As Needles always tremble near the Pole. 
Eboli, Come, come, my Lord, ſeem not-fo blind : too well 

Pve ſeen the Wrongs which you from Carlos feel ; 

-And know your Judgment is too good, to loſe 

Advantage, where you may fo fately chooſe. 

Say now, if I inform you, how you may 

With fall Revenge all your paſt Wrongs l 
R. Go. Bleſt Oracle ! ſpeak how it may be done: 

My Will, my Life, my Hopes are all thy own. 
Eboli. Hence then, and with your ſtricteſt Cunning try 

What of the Queen and Prince you can deſcry; 

Watch every Look, each quick and fubtie Glance: 

Then we'll from all produce ſuch Circumſtance 

As ſhall the King's new Jcalouſic advance. 

Nay, Sir, Pl! try what mighty Love you fhew : : 


If you will make me Great, begin it aow. 
How, Sir ? D*you ſtand Coaſid*ring what to-do? 
R. Go. No, but methinks I view from hence a King, 
A Queen, and Prince, three goodly Flowers fpring, 
Whilſt on 'em like a ſabtle Bee Plt prey, 
Till fo their Strength and Virtue:drawn away, 
Unable to recover, each fhalb d 
Grow pale, and fading hang his wither*d Top : 
Then fraught with Thyme. trmmphant back Fl! come, 
And unlade all o_—_ Sweets at home. LExit Gomez. 
Eboli. In thy fond Policy, blind Fook, go on, 
And make what haſte thou canſt ta-be- undone, 
Whilſt I have nobker bu&neſs of: my own. 
Was. þ brad up in-Greatneſs ? have: þ been 
Nurtur'd with glorious Hopes to be a Queen ? 
Made Love my ſtudy, and with: prattis'd Charms 
Prepar*d my fclf. to meet a Monanch's Arms ? 
At laſt to be condemn'd to the Embrace * * 
Of one whom Nature made to her diffgrace ; 
An old, imperfe&, feeble Datard, who 
Can only tell ( alas! Þ what he would'do? 
On him to throw away my-Yourh and'Bloom, 
As Jewels that are loſt Cenrich.a Tomb ? 
No, though all Hopes are in a Husband'dtad.. - 
Another path ines Pl: tread, 
I To Eleſwhere 


_ 
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Elſewhere find Joys which Pm in him deay'd; 
Yet, while he can, let the Slave ferve my Pride. 
Still Pll in Pleaſure live, in Glory ſhine : 

The gallant youthful Auſtria ſhall be mine : 

To him with all my force of Charms Pll move. 
Let others toil for Greatneſs, whilſt I Love. * 


The End of the Firſt Act. 


ACT theSecond. SCEN Ethe Firſt. 
| Don John of Auſtria. 
SCENE, An ORANGE GROVE. 


D, F. F Hy ſhould dall Law rule Nature, who firſt made 
That Law by which her ſelf is now betray'd? 

E're Man's Corruptions made him wretched, he 

Was born moſt Noble that was born moſt Free : 

Each:of himſelf was Lord, and unconfin'd, 

Obey'd the DiQates of his God-like Mind. 

Law was an Innovation brought in fince, : 


When Fools began to love Obedience, 

_ And cal their Slavery Safety and Defence. 

My Glorious Father got me in his heat, 

When all he did was eminently great: 

When warlike Belgia felt his conquering Pow'r, 

And the proud Germans own'd him Emperovr. 

Why ſhould it be a Stain then on my Blood, 

Becauſe I came not in the common Road, 6 

But Born obſcure, and fo more like a God ? 

No; though his Diadem another wear, 

At leaſt to all his Pleaſures PII be Heir. c 

Here I ſhould meet my Eboti, my fair, 0 

She comes ; as the bright Cyprian Goddeſs moves, 

When looſe, and in her Chariot drawn by Doves, 4 

She rides to meet the Warlike God ſhe loves. 
Eboli. Alas, my Lord, you know not with what Fear 

And Hazard I am-come to meet you here. ; 
D. F. O baniſh it : Lovers like us ſhould fiy, 


[Enter Ebels, 


And 
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And mounted by their Wiſhes ſoar on high, 


While fear alone diſtnrbs the lower Als.” 

Eboli. But who is ſafe when Eyes are every where ? 
Or if we could with happieſt Secreſie 
Enjoy theſe Sweets, Oh, whither ſhall we fly 
 T*eſcape that Sight whence we can nothing hide? 

D. F. Alas, lay this Religion now alide ; 
Pll ſhew thee one more pleaſant, that which Jov? I 


Where ſofteſt Extaſies and Tranſports are, 2 | 


Set forth to the old World, when from above 
He came himſelf, and taught his Mortals Love. 

Ebols, Will nothing then quench your unruly Flame ? 
My Ar you might conſider who I am. 


D. I know y'areher Þ loye, what ThohlM'] tair'i2 1 
Regard ? — 
Eboli, ——By Heayn he's brave—— [ A/ade; 


But can ſo poor 
A thought poſſeſs your Breaſt, to think that [ 
Will brand my Name with Luſt and Infamy ? 
D. F. Thoſe that are nobteſt born ſhould higher prize 
Love's Sweets. Oh! Let me fly into thoſe Eyes ? 


Theres ſomething. j in'em: leads my Soul aſtray :: \ ky 4 F:.90 


As he who-in a Necromancer's Glaſs F 
Beholds his wiſht-for Fortune by him pow 


Yet ſtill with greedy Eyes —— 


Purſues the Vition as it glidesaway; | ''-:: PMI 10 192 1 


Eboli, Prote& me, Heavim, I/dare no longer ftay, 
Your looks ſpeak Danger: I feel, ſomething too": 


That bids me fly, yet?will notlet;me-go. *7 - [half fide. 


D. F. Take Vows and Prayers if ever 1 prove falſe; 
See at your feet the humble Auſtria falls.. - [.Kineets, 
Ebols, Riſe, riſe, ———— | LAI riſes. 
My Lord, why would: you thus PFONATY | ; [Sighs; 


D. F. How many ways -to wound me you contrive 2c 
Speak, wou'dſt thou have an, _— at: thy feet 2: i! i 
Say, woud'ſt thou rule the World? ll conquer it. 

Eboli, No; above,Empire far I could m_ you, 

If you would be but——— L231 12 
D. F.— What? e245; | T1 is 0335 © 5 
Ebols, For ever:true«.... h | 
D. F. That thou may*ſ n&re;have cauſe to fra thoſe Harms. 

Pl] be confin'd for ever in-thy; Arms : 

Nay, I'll not one ſhort minute from thee ſtray ; : 

- 


My ſelf Pll on thy tender-Boſam, lay, 
Till ia it's warmths I'm melted all-away. | 


Entey 
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Ig2ig! 21000 Miter" Giirels, ni * 15 71 101/13 thojft 
Gar, Madam, your: Lord—— 
Eboli,—Oh! fly, or Pm undone. FE Xiſſes ber 
D.. 7. Moſt I without my Bleſſing then be: one ? 
Eboli,- Think you” diſcretion merits ne? {Pail i back; 


+ OTST} 


D. 5. Um awd —2 7 50 2s 
As a ſick wretch, that on his Death-be& ies, rm a8ork w Sivealibie.2 
Loath with his- Friends to.part, as he dies, e738 \8] 
Thus ſends his Soul in Wiſhes'from his eyes. = CExi1. k 

Ebols. ' Oh Heavwnl wher Gtarms in Youth and v vig bur are! ts 


Yet hein Conqueſt not goie-too far; | | ner! 
Too eakily I'} not : ſelf reGyhe 7207 9177 200-1 Hr rol 
E're 1 am his, PII m him forel tine; 17 18.50 
Draw:him by une its into the' Trapp! 1 1 007 17n 
Till he's too far got into make ts, | 
About him Fwiſely- the ſoft Snare. iT 3 
And' when TI have him there 1 hold hn fat td Di Fr 
4h oO" $38 4 WI 1 MT L107 :403A' 


f Enter Rui:Goiner, © Woo 06 1 IT. 
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So that this nigh he ſhnnn'd the; "dec. 


Which through the Court has. yarjouy;Mormurs rea, 


| Enter the King attended by Pola... 
See. where & comes mth Forings Brag OT 
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ſh ſhow? feb Bleſſipgs:dowir!73 0/0112 459 © 
ou Ni gere oh kl free Pin. ©) LO: 31 


But Je too kindly ſhe his Brightnek Tees; 


It robs my Luſtre to add more to. his. 
But Oh! -I dare not think -——. | 
That thoſe Eyes ſhould at leaft fo'kumble be, - © + 
To ſtoop at. Him, whets they' had vaniquiſhr Me.. 
Poſa. Sir, I am proud vo think (ROY. the Prigce, 
That he of Virtue has too \ ned} 
To cheriſh but a Thought beyond the Boy 
Of ſtricteſt Duty. He to me has own*d 
How much was to his former Paſſion due, | I 
Yet ſtill confeſs'd he above all priz'd You. OTE. 
R.. Go. You better 'reconcile, Sir, than adviſe: + - 2! 
Be not more Charitable than; yare'Wifſe, ' Nh Ns 


The is ſick, and we ſhould give him caſe, 
But firſt outer Sooyt Freed iſcaſe; - - 
Too ſudden Cures have oft grown; 


We muſt not heal up d Wounds too ſoon. vIY 
King. By this then you a pow*r would o're me Zain. wit. M4 
Wounding to let me linger in the Pain. 


Pm ſtung, and won't the Torture long indure : 
- Serpents that wound, have Blood thoſe wounds to cure. 


R. Go. Good Bexen Joroat-thet 1 Rould evee dere = SE 


| To queſtion Virtue in a Queen-ſ fair. ! © -—-- | 


Dog" ool= bogey mage gan n 295-2 
et prog? pourra 

The ruth diſguis'd in obſcure Contraries. 

No, I will trace his Windings'; all her dark 

And ſubtleſt Paths, Each little Adton/mark. Rp PF 

If ſhe prove falſe, as yet I fear, oo | 09 2 

Ha! here! O'l6t ndeturs aviey ty Eyes 

For all around ſhe] her bright Beams diſplay, 

Should I to-gaze on the wild Meteor ftay, 

att tho fhantern dacnnta nad 


Exit the King 
| Unkng Gn 
Queen, How ſcorntally ke is withdrawn ! 
Sure &re his Love hed let me know his Power : 
As Heay'n oft Thunders &re it ORE ſhow” r. 


pore ON expett, 
Eaters 
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_ Some'little Warmth yerhaps may-be:be nt 210) - 
Where fowe reels affine = = W Dear 


Which (if for more you gy 5 oh ry enrg 
Queen. "Twas intereſt and ſafety of-the- State 
Int'reſt, - -that bold Impeſer on:our: Fate; 33 3» Va 1G; | q 
Sg ay 0 EIN mif 5s qcoit o) 
And with falſe Happinefsſmooths o're our Jlls. ms 1] nie et 
It was by that unhappy France-was: led;- ;' c 421947 to oof 367% 1 
When, though by Contract I 1d Carlos wed, Nia <8 
I was an nan 1 3 peace id -\ ib a 
Why ſight thou, Henriettg?.*. 1)! 1214! co + CHenr. Sigbs; 
Henr. Who is It can '0) B213063 £171} 52) 
Know your ſad fate, anbyerom Grief eh? d vo? 20 
With EI Tre Ea at att} 2TOMN 3 21t 581 
Of Carlos Love. | 
Queen. —Andgid it pleaſe you neall 7 7 
In that brave Prince's Courtſhip; there did ns ; ; 
All that we could obliging call or ſweet. too 1 2 nn 
At every point; he with, 2dyantage ſtood;; - Foods 25d: v8 13A 
Fierce as a Lion, if provoRd abroad. in 1 or nh ens 
Elſe, ſoft as Angels, charming as a God. 
Henr. One ſo Accompliſht,' and:who lov'd LAS too, 
With what Reſentments, muſt he PRce pk 


Methinks I pity him. ——But Ob! ip 953511 going 
He's both above my Pirgand my Pain,” 3 fg £91 £25 5101 Tape. 
Queen. What means this ſtrange Diſorder {:5117%52 77 15: 319 15 

Henr, ——= —————— Tannery . Enter D; Car- 
"That which I fear will diſcompoſe. you 5; los,'Pofa. . 


Queen. Alas, the Prince! & to: my. mind appears 7 & 54 


Samccthing that. i e mayes:yanidel fears: |... cttrad Golzclt bo 
Amay Have — 1] 7 alig Cofers w ge 

- -Why nopid.you be-gque? Mord 14 
Is Cas S ungrateful to/you grown. :- FR bruc NN 
If *ris, {j ience Pll retire; / i z& 


- Nuecen, No, —_ y ſpeak, en OLD 
A 4a, Mult 1. at that awful diſtance ſue, 
poſi $ were compelFd to do, 
Wh Petitions made.at, that great Shrives 7: 091 wo i ANY >. 
"Where none but the High Prieſt Mught eater If? -- >. 


Let me approach ; Pve Boob! 
But whats ppg 6g > vr loot TYAN d4l 
Queen. Too long, *tis dangeraus for.mehete:to-Rayicor, ©.) 
Ms, nol ons proceed ;;1whaj., & yovdap? 5101" Cel 
ay, this range Ceremony, Pray. Saye Mre-; I. 2s. 
D. Car. Pe baf ef? DEV 


/ 


alot Pie 4a = 


Ah !-can your cruel Heart ſo ſoon _ 


| All ſenſe of theſe ſad Sufferings of mine 


To your more juſt remembrance, if y 
Recal how Fate ſeen'd kindly to 
That once you ſhould be Mine : which | *believ'd, 
Though now, alas! I find'I was deceiv'd. 
Queen. Then, Sir, you-ſhould your Fate, not Me upbraid: 
D. Car. I will not ſay Pave broke the Vows you made; 
Only implore you would not, quite forget 
The Wretch y'ave oft ſeen dying at your feet, 
And now no other Favour begs to have, 
Than ſuch kind Pity as becomes yonr Slave. 
For *midſt-your higheſt Joys, without a Crime, 
At leaſt you now and then may think of him. 
Queen, If &re you lov'd me; you would this forbear; 
It is a Language which I dare not hear, 
My Heart and Faith become your Father's Rigt 
All other Paſſions Il muſt now forget. 
D. Car. Can then a Crown and Majeſty Hee 


n your heart ſuch might ' influence, 
That 1 muſt be for ever baniſh'd thence”? 
Had I been rais'd to all the heights of Power, 
In Triumph crown'd the Worl&s great Emperour, 
Of all its Riches, all its State poſſeſt, 
Yet you ſhould ſtill have govern'd- in my Breaſt. 
Q«, In vain on her yow obligations lay, 
Who wants nat will, but power to repay. 
Henr. Yet. had you Henrietta*s heart, you would | 
At leaſt ſtrive'to afford him all you could. [Afde, 
D. Car. Oh! ſay not you want Pow'r; you may with one 
Kind look pay doubly all Pve undergone. 
Bow pre, how ouch ll my Wie 
ow W $ all my are, 
wmoas not ſcruple to ſupply my want, 
all PH ask you may fo ſafely grant. 
#, I know not what to grant, too well I find 
Thar till at leaſt I cannot be unkind. 
D. Car. Afﬀord me then that little which 7 crave. 
Qs. You ſhall not want what I may | ſet you have. F'Gives ber baud, 
D. Car. Like 0e—— ' ſighing. 
That ſees a heap of Gems before him 
Thence to chuſe any that may pleaſe hi 
From the rich Treaſure whilſt I choice ſhould makes 
DezzeT's with all, 1 know not where to'this. | ” aft vo? 
Qs. mn —— Nay, you tos far edctoach 3 


1 far 
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I fear I have already givn tao much. : | Cie from b bim. 
D. Car. Oh?! take not back agaiv 5 appearing Rl WE. 
How difficult's the path zp Happineſs! . 
Whilſt up the Precipice we clirab with pain, 
One little Slip throws us quite down again,  _ © 
Stay, Madam, though you nothing more can give, 
Than juſt enough to keep a Wretch alive; 
At aq wr gt how I've lowdoonm—m——_ 
I wi 
D- Car. That was ſo kind, _ | atuſt beg more ſtil, 
Let me love on : it is a very 
And eaſie Grant, yet Pl reque ons mare. 
X Do you believe that you can Love retain, 
And not exped to be belov'd again 2. 
D. Car. Yes, I will love, and think 1 m: happy-too, 
So long as I can t you are ſo : 
All my Diſquiets from my brealt : | 
I will indeayour to do ſo at leaſt, ' [[Sigbing deeply. 
Or if I can't my Miſeries ont-wear, 
They never mare ſhall come t' offend your Ear. 
Ou. Love then, Brave Prince, whilft I'l rebar 
re 
Yet keep the Flame ſo pure, ſuch chaſt Deſire, , 
That withont ſpot hereafter we above _ 
May meet, when we ſhall come all Soul, all Love; 
THI when— Oh! whither ami run aſtray ? 
I grow too weak, and muſt no -Janger ſtay : 
For ſhould I, the ſoft Charm & ſtrong would grow | 
E find that I ſhall want toy dakar gy nes Queen and 


Henrietta, 
D. Car. Oh feet» . 


If ſuch Tranſport be in a Taſte. ſo ſmell, - 129-6502] 50 
How- bleſt muſt he be that podeſſes.all | : —_— 
Where am I, Poſa ? Where's the Queen? '- : I Sanding amared. 
Poſa, —My Lord, - | Fe 
A while ſome-reſpite-tq your Heart afford : | 
The Queen's retird o— ; 
D. Car. OE? Aud did the: then: : | 
| eegrock 'nj te ſlug is. im agen? 
gments my” pain the more z 
For now pc 02. impatiens than 
And have diſcover'd Riches made me 
Foſa. But ſince thoſe Treaſures are na 0 be hd, 
You d corre Delzzes/that drive you, an”! | ': 111; + 
that Duty which becomes a Son. ......:.../ /, -/ /;!; 
No Poe let the Tyrant Loveinrades tf... 


during all this 
ec kiſſes ea- 


p _ | 
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The Brave may by themſelves be happy made. 
You to your Father now mult all 

D, Car. But ere be robb/d me of her, ſhe was mine, 
To be my Friend is all thou haſt to do, 
For half my Miſeries thou canſt not know. 6 
Make my felf happy ! Bid the Dami'd do fo; 
Who in {ad Flames muſt be for ever toſt, 


Yet Rill & in view of the lov'd Heav'n tiiave loſt. = [Exeron. 
/ The End of the Second Act. 
ACT the Third. 8 SCENE the Firſt. 


N De Job of Auſtria. 
The GROVE conkinues. 


D. F. He". ralnly would dull Moralifts {itpoſe 
Limits on Love, whoſe Nathte brooks no Laws ? © 
Love is a God, and like a God ſhould be | 
Inconſtant, with unbounded -—y 
Rove as he liſt—— | 
I find it: for ev'n now Pve ha 4 Feaſt; a 
Of which a God might covet for a F e. kts 
Methiaky E yet RON G90 2. a 
See witty what. Devotion i in her Eyes 
The tender Lamb came to the Sacrifrce. 
Oh how her Charms ſurpriz'd mie as 1 lay! 
Like too-near Sweets:they tool ry ſenſe near: 
And I even loſt the pow'r to reach.at Joy. 
But thoſe cro6:Winelierafts fovri v '> were, 
And I was lulPd in Trances kteeter far: 
As. Anchor'd Veſſels in'calm Hirbvittsride 
Rock'd on thefwellings of the floati 
How -wretched eg the Man, New, Joe 
d'to 


He-iinks. 
Is but at beſt a wtomry om . 


*\; "Iyz3 


_ 
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To bim King attended, Poſa, Gone.” | 

King. Ye mighty Pow'rs, whoſe Subſtitutes we are, 
On whom y'ave layn of Earth the Rule and Care, 
Why all our Toils do you reward with Il], -;- ; 
And to thoſe weighty. Cares add. greater ſtill? | | 
Or how could I your Deities enrage, 
That bleſs'd my Youth, thus to afflict my Aget ? 
A Queen and a Son's Inceſt ! diſmal Thought ! 

D. F. What it ſo ſoon his Majeſty bas brought 0 Go- 
From the ſoft Arms of his young Bride ? mez. 

'Kimg. —— Ay true. 
Is ſhe not,, Auſtria, young and charming too ? 
Doſt-thou not think her to a wonder fair? 
Tell mg—— 

D. F.—By Heav* a. more bright than Plinets are; 
_ Beautie's force mi might eva their pow'r'out-doe. 

King. Nay ſhe's as falſe, and as unconſtant too: 
On Auſtria, that a Form ſo outward bright, 
uld be within all dark and Bly Night }. 
or ſhe, to whom Pd dedicated 
My Love, that deareſt Jewel of my Soul, 
Takes from its ſhrine the precious Relique down, 
Teadorn a little Idol of her own 
My Son ! that RO both to ro Heavin' and me!. [..; 
Oh the diſtrating Throes,of Jealouſic! - Fs £4 DE 
But as adrowning wretch juſt like to: ſink, 1-4 ) £31 976; ©. 
Seeing him that threw him in upon the brink; « fo? T3407 
At the third plunge lays hold upon his Foe, = = 
And tugs him down into deſtruction twat: | 1/7 nv 08 4 2 bud | 
So thou from whom theſe Miſeric I're known, 3 it $059 Oe JULIE'S. 
Shalt bear me out again, or with me drown. DN ry 
on Rul-Gomte? 


R. Go. My Loyalty will teach me- how to wait - 
All the Succeſſes of my Sovereign's-fate. 


What igr, Great Sir, you, war'd commune akÞe: | 1£22:-003 x ; 


Kimmp. How fon — "255 Janos 67.7. W404 972 owe Wk X'+-, ' 21. *: 
——W hat iS'r >—"J know pos what Be ano mae n® = 013 368 
Study Revenge for me, *tis that I, wank. - e197 } bil 


D. F. Alas! what: Frenzy does yoortemper han ? | 
| Revenge /* On y—_ By ” x; 


King. On my an Sop., 62 Pn 1 beil>: 

R. Go. On 1H lavetian ter ing Gore? 
Oh fad ny Tong then fee e-iihad beedenin 6 53d 2s 51 -! 
This Jealoufie=—— _ [half afode. 


King. — Then cancel what thow'ſt faid. 
7 Didſt 


Dor Carlos Prince of Spain. 
Didſt thou not tell me, that thou ſaw'{t him ava 
Printing ſoft Vows in Kiſſes on her hand; 

Whilſt in requital ſhe ſuch Glances gave, 

Would quicken a dead Lover.in his Grave? 

R. Go. 1did; and what lefs could the Queen allo w 

To him, than you to every Vaſlal ſhow? / 

TY affording'him' thar little from Love's tore, 
—_— that ſhe for you reſery*d much more. 

Kmg. Oh, doubtleſs ſhe muſt have a wondrous ſtore 

Of Love, that ſells it at a rate ſo 

Now thou'dft rebate my Paſſion with advice; _ ” 
And when thou ſhouldſt be ative, wouldſt be wiſe, \ 
No, lead me where I may their Inceſt fee; 
Do, or by Heay'n——do, and V1! worſhip thee! 

Oh how my Paſſions drive me to and fro! 

Under their heavy weight I yield and bow. 

But Pl equa yet my ſtrength and ſtand 

my: Thunder .in my hand. 
Poſa. "er may -# be ſent forth, ant where it goes 

Light fatally and heavy on your: Foes,. 

But let your Loyal Son = Conſort bear 
No ill, ſince they of any guiltleſs are, 
Here with my Sword D I proclaim 
To that bold Traitor that dares wrong their fame. 

Aa I too dare with my life' their Cauſe make good. b 
King. Sure well their innocence y'ave underſtond, 11 
That 5e you ſo — are of your Blood. ; 

Or would thou ſpeak me Comfort ? I would find 
'Mongft all my Cellours at leaſt one kind. 
Yetany like that I muſt not hear, - - 
(For ſo my Wrongs I ſhould too tamely bear) 
AE EREIE grom MY CPR IONne:” þ 
Poſa, Withdraw _ . [Exit Poſa. 
My "Lord all this y'ave heard. 
R. Go. Yes, I obſerv'd it, Sir, with ftri&t regard. 
The young Lord's friendſhip was too great to hide. 
King. Is he then-ſo to my falſe Son ally'd ? 
I am environ'd ter hutbedp Bren] _— all . 
My Fate's unhappy es plot my Fa 
Like Ceſar\in the Shave, thus I ſtand, 


Whilſt Ruin threatn'd Pim on every hand. 

From each fide he had warning he mult die; 

Yet ſtill he brav*& his Fate, and fo will 1. . - C 974 

f bes «mand ny would bus-add more to Pain. | 
that beat Their Banks in ' valn; | $ 


Recreating well into'a _ 


hs. 
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No, PII do things the World ſhall e to hear : 
My Juſt Revenge ſo true a _ bear, 
As henceforth Heav'n it ſelf emulate, 
And copy all its Vengeance out by. that. 
All but R#i-Gomez myſt have withdrawn, 
I've ſomething to diſcourſe with hint alone. 

Ke _ _ peter R. Ciba 
Now, Gomez, on thy Trath depends 


Thou'ſt wrought my Harty wn rg height, 
Within my Breaſt it will no h——_—_ 


But grows each minute till it force i ies way. 
I would not find my. ſelf at laft deceiv'd.; _ | 
R. Go. Nor mou & your Reaſon be bei. 
Think, Sir, -you e'to be but fear -- 
: of lofng Treaſures which you hald ſo dear. . 
Your Queen and-Son may yer be innocent : 
Rs. Meme! Whar feocld Looks and Sight 
King. Meant ! What ſhould She vo Prellogs mes 
No, no; 1 need vt hear it ore = 
No repetitions=—ſomething mult done, ID 
Now t 's 00 1 1 know that I-would thus. . | 
Full evarg'd with Rage, and with my V hat; 
Full charg'd with Rage, with my engeance 5 
A ae 
at laſt upon | 
breaking deals DeſtrnQtion all around.” " Tek. Ki 
Go. .So now his 1s at the top,. 
Each little Blaſt will to keep it up. 
But ſtay, theres ſomething Pye omitted yet, 
P's my Enemy : and true, he's great... le dc 
m armd 'gainſt all that ke can do, | I ym 3} +, 
For 4 'Snare's large enough to hold: him too, 


Yet! Pil diſguiſe that purpoſe for-a while :. 2. 
But when. he with the te is caught Puh? Toil,- 
PI boldly out, and weantonin the Spoil 

; "ai = Ee: /rok. 


Is 421i 


Poſa. My Lord Rui-Gomez.! nd the King ot hee! 
You, who ſo eminent a Favourite are 
5k CES mtg Tres 
0. No, Ar is you [5 
- lace whe ma ie he Wane eng pie, 


I with 
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I wiſh there were no publick Enemies : 
No lurking Serpents, Poiſon to diſpence, 
Nor Wolves, to prey on noble innocence ; 
No Flattrers that with Royal Goodneſs ſport, 
Thoſe ſtinking Weeds that over-run a Courr. 
R. Go. Nay, if good Witſhes any thing could do, 
I have as earneſt Wiſhes, Sir, as you : | 
That though perhaps our King enjoys the beſt 
Of Power, yet may he ſtil] þe doubly bleſt. 
May He ennn—_ — — — 
Poſa. Nay, Gomez, you ſhall ne're ont-do me there 3 
Since for Great Philip's good, I wou'd you were 
(If poſlible)' more Honeſt than f are. 
R. Go. Why, Poſa;, what defe&t can you diſcern ? 
Poſa. Nay, half your Myſteries I'm. yet to learn, 
Though this Pll boldly jultifie to all, 
That you contrive a generous Prince's Fall. [Gom, ſmiles. 
Nay, think not by your ſmiles, and careleſs port, 
To laugh it off: I come not here to ſport, 
I do not, Sir. of, 
R. Go. Young Lord, what meaning has 
This Heat ? 
Poſa. To let you ſee I know yare Baſe, 
R. Go, Nay then I pardon ask that I did ſmile: 
Se ent I thought y*had jeſted all this while, 
Cl nn 
Poſa. Yes more Baſe than impotent or old, 
All Virtue in thee, like thy Blood runs cold : 
Thy rotten putrid Carkafs is leſs fall 
Of Rancor and Contagion than thy Soul. 
Ev'n now before the King I ſaw it plain ; 
But Duty to that Preſence aw'd me then ; 
Yet _ I dar'd thy Treaſon with my Sword. 
But ſti 
Thy Villany talk'd all ; Courage had not a word. 
True, thou art old : yet if thou haſt a Friend, 
To whom thy curſed Cauſe thou dar*ſt commend ; 
*Gainſt him in publick Vil the Innocence 
Maintam of the fair Queen aad injur'd Prince, 
R. Go. Farewell, bold Champion———— 
Learn better how your Paſſions to diſguiſe, . 
Appear leſs cholerick, and be more wile. CExit R. Go. 
Poſa. How frail is all the Glory we deſign, | 
Whilſt ſuch as theſe haye pow*r to-undernune ?. 
Mabappy Prince! who mightſt have ſafely ſtood, ' 
hadſt been lefs Great, or not ſo Good. :'/-; 6:95) 
| D 2 Why 
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Why the vile Monltcr's blood -did.I not ſhed, 


| And all the Vengeance draw on:my own' ticad 
My Hononr ſo had had this juſt defence, 


That 1 preferv'd my and my'Prince, Enter Carlos 
Brave Carlos : ha ! he's here, O'Sir, take heed, and Queen, 
By. an unlucky Fate your Love is led. - | 


The King, the King your Father's jeatous grown, 
Forgetting herhis Cpouth, or: oh his Son, 
—_ all hs Vengeance up on both. 
. Car, Has then the falſe Eee Orton: bas his Oath 3 2? 
Aa after all, my. Innocence betray'd? 
Poſa, Yes, All his fubtleſt Snares are for you laid.. 
The King within this minute will be here, * : 
And. you are ruin'd, -if - bur ſeen with Her.. 
Retire, my Lord, — 
Queen, ' How !. is he —_— grown ot 
KH ht-my. Virtue he had better known; 
His unjuſt Doubts have ſoon found out the way, 
To make their entry on our Marriage-day : 
For: yet he has not with me known a Night: 
Perhaps his.Tyranny is his delight. 
And to ſach height his wi eoeee is pon. 
He'd exerciſe it on his Queen-and 
Bnt ftnce,.my Lord, this time men! obey 
Qur Intereſt, I beg you would not ſtay. 
Not-ſeeing. you, he may to me be juſt. 
D.. Car. Should 1 then-leave you, Madam? \ 
Queen. Yes, you mult. - 
D. Car. Not then when Storms againſt your Virtue riſe: . 
No, fince. to loſe yon, wretched Carlos 
He'll have the Honour of it,"in your Cauſe. 
Sans: 
| rigour Laws, 
Since ®ris ſome Pleaſure but to die for you. | 
Queen. Talk not-of Death,” for that'ev'n Comarts dare, 
When their baſe Fears compel *em to dvr, vel 
Hope's the far noble Paſſion of -the- 
Fortune's a Miſtreſs thats ich Canin kind; | 
Knows that the Kr merit her —_ k Is 
They who, though ſhe cobrt on. | 
D. Car. To — minds thus ſtil ſome Comfort gleams : - 
 And' Angels eaſe our Griefs, thou but with Dreams. - 
' I have too oft already been deceiv'd,- 


And the Cheat's vm toophinto Beale, : 
You, Madam, id 'go ER CLokiny 
Ni 0: . "© at the' Cs - 


| Mats | Poſa. 
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Poſa. You ſhall, UN Ii 
Alas, I Love you, would not fos you- fall : IS 
And yet may find ſome way Cevade i it all, 

D. Car. Thou, Poſa, ever wert my-trueſt Friend; 

I almoſt wiſh thou wert not now fo kind. 

Thou of a thing that's loſt tak®ſt too much care. | | 

And you fair Angel; too mdulgent are. + ' ' {To the Queen. 

Great my _—_— yet ſtill my: Love is higher, -- '- + ft 

Well——in obedience to you Pll retire. 

Though during all the Storm I will be nigh, 

Where if I ſee the Danger grow too high, 

To ſave you, Madam, Pl come- >iortle and die. 
[Exit D. Car. 


Enter King and "RuilGomer.” 


King. Who would have gueſt that this had cen? Seen = 
- [4 

DiſtraQtion! where ſhalt my Revenge begin * >. Queen. | 

Why, he's the very Bawd to all their SIN ; ; 

And to —_ it, put's on Friendſhip's mask. 

But his Diſpatch, Rui-Gomez, is thy ask. 

With him pretend ſome private Conference, 

And under that Diſguiſe ſeduce him hence, 

Then in ſome place fit for the deed, impart 

The bugneſs by a Ponyard to his Heart. . 


R. Go. *Tis _ —— r y 
King. So, Ma Steps to the Queen, - 
| Geen— By the Fury in your. Eyes, 
erſtand yon come to tyrannize. | 
I hear you are already Jealous grown, - 
And dare my Virtue with. your Son... | 
King. Oh Woman kind ! thy MyſPries who can ,., 
Too deep for eaſie weak believing Man ? 
Hold, let me look-: Indeed yare wondrous fair. 
So on the out-fide Sedom's Apples were: 
And yet within, when open'd to the view, 
Not half ſo dang'rons, or ſo foul as you. 
- Unhappy wretched Woman: that'T ata *\* 
you unwo y of a Hasband's name ! 
Do = not bluſh ?— — 
King. Yes, Madam, for your ſhame. - 
Bluſh too my Judgment ere ſhonld- mo faint; - 
To let me chuſe a Devil for a Saint./: 
Whea firſt 1 ſaw and lov'd that tempt 
The Fiend within'the lire ym 


Eye, 
But 


mY 
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But ſtill ran on and cheriſht my Deſires, | Tt 
For Heav*nly Beams miſtook; Iofernat fires :.: oj OR IPY 
Such raging Fires, as you ſince thoyght- ke. . p 
Alone my Son,; my Son's, hot. Youth ſhould meet, 
Oh Vengeance, Vengeancel——— - F 
UCC, —————— Poor ungeo'rous King! | 
Hawmeag's the Soul from which ſuch, Thoughts wal. ring! v 
Was it for this I did, ry: -late ſubmit, ; - 
To let you whine and languiſh at: my.Feet ; et ranaes es Hg 
When with falſe Oaths you did: my Heart begule | : 
And profer'd all your Empire: for a. Smile ? 
Then, then my Freedom *twas: I did reſign, | 
Thpughyou {till fvore you would preſerve it mine. 
And ffill it ſhall be fo, for from this hour 
I vow to hate, and. neyer:ſee YOu Mmare,; 1 
Nay, frown not, Philip, for you ſoon ſhall know 
[ can reſent and. rage as well as you, - ;-. 
King... By Hell her Pride's as raging as her. Luſt. 
A Guard there Seize the Queen | > Linger Guard. 
15 BMEs 


Enter Carlos, and Imercepes the TIS 


D. Car. Hold, 'Sir, be juſt; | 
Flt lookon me mhombnce you all your Son; ..-.... _ 


A Title I'was always proud to own. 
* King. Good Heav*n ! to merit this, whis haye 1, done, 
That be too dares before my ſight a 
--D. Car. Why, Sir, where is the 4g hat I ſhould fear ? » 
Bold in my Innocence, I come to know ' * | 
The nn, why ”u nd fon Princeſs fo ri 
ure ome to S; Woah | 
Het as if *twere for His Privite 4 | LAG if > ues 
Foul Raviſtier bf-alf thy” Honobr, | 
But ſtay : Guards with the Queen boy ew e he Prin 
Wherefore in my *R 'e be flow? 
Now in «4 reach, ll Jp aa Bow,” 


Enter D, Jab Aulrio, | bboli-an Henrietta, 


+ King. 'O; ia, thy vain Enquiry ceaſt 
IF hon haſt value for thy Peace.) - 

. My mighty Wones ſo loud an accent bear ; 
*Twou'd make thee miſerable but to-hear. 

D. Cx. Father, if 1 may dare to call you ſo, 
Sinoe iow I doubt if I'm your Son or no : 
AsYou have ſeal'd 'my doom 1 may complain; 

King. Will then that Monſter to ſpeak again ? 


Dom Carlos Prince'of Spain. 


D. Car. Yes: dying men ſhonld not their thoughts diſguiſe ; 


And ſince you take ſuch Joy in eb wncmgh ; 
E're of my death the new delight 
Be pleagd to hear how Cruel ty, have been.. 
Time was that we were ſihiVd on by 'our Fate, 
You not Unjuſt, nor-F unfortonate: 67] 
Then, then, I was your Son, - and you were glad 
To hear my early was'talk*d abroad. 
Then Loves dear ſiyeets you to me' would diſplay, 
Told me where this rich Beauteous/ Treaſure lay, 
Ang how to gain't inſtruged me dhe way.” 
I came and ſaw, and ford,” andbleſt you: for't. 
But then when Love had ſeal'd ' her to my heart, 
You violently tore her from 'my ſide: 
And cauſe my Bleeding Wound Icould not hide, 
But ſtill Non leaſure to behold her took z 
You now will have niy ifs but for a look. SL 1 
Wholly forgetting all the pains Yared ear Wh 10, 
Your heart with envions' boyls o're, 
Cauſe I can love no leſs, and you no more, 
Hen, Alas! how can you his ſoft Complaint, 
And not your hardned ſtubborn heart relent © e 
Turn, Sir, ſurvey that coinely- awful man, 
A669 ay Prayes cnn on cats. 
King. Awayy ddluder : whl tonthe'thee to ſane ? 
Ebols. Loving the Queen, what ifr ſhe - +" xr 
bebe aid againſt the dreadful ſtorm 
| Wiy can tho Derl dwelt in th form? 
This is their little war ob Se the by, 
Atout to watch and tell; when danger's nigh. 
Come pretty ſinner Thow'lt inform me all; 
How, where, and when, 'hay do not fear——yon fall 
Hen. Ah, Sir, Unkind ſw———, 
King. —=——Now hoid thy Sy 
Who would have thon 
D. J. Gin you to 


rens T' 


ongue: 
there were a Witch: {> young? 
(Beatty ftop-your Ears? © | 


5 
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Heavn layes its Thunder! 'by; ured Sadly naps $4 F= uþ; Hen. 


When Angels are become Petitioners. | 
Eb2lj. Ha! what makes Auſtria fo ER there ! 


That'glance ſeems as it ſent this heart toher. ! 5; .5* +; Aſide ts. 
xt | TGarciz: 
D. Car. A Banquet then; of blood f Luce you dekign; po By, 
Yet you may fatisfie your ſelf with mine-:: / its 


1 love the Uneen, -I have: confelt 'tis:true:. | ww CEE 


Proud too to think 1 love her more than, your. ; 


Though ſhe by Heav'n is clear—hut:1 indeed;;; pl ye "40 5 
Have been unjuſt, and do deſerve to; bleed.” G -d 32 beaolg's ; 
There were no lawleſs thoughts that Ldid:wanty -- RET; 
Which Love had powr to ask or Beayty: grabt,: ct ii 7 2:)(t 20Y 
Tho? I nere yet found hopes to raiſe*erm on; 10) 1 1 | > | 
For ſhe did ſtill preſerve ber Honours Throne: - 1179 4a 2h0 
And daſh the bold aſpiring-Devils down, 134 7 i 7h 1, 
If tocher Cauſe you do got credit. give, . /- TY - 
Fondly, againſt your happinaſyyoei Grives!) | Fr 2 03 worl A 
As ſome loſe Heav*n,hecauferthey iwog't rc 62h 1k loo 219 7 
Queen, W hilſt, Prince; my prefetvation you den, | 
Blot not your Virtue to add more; to:mine.:!| +. | PORTS > 
The clearneſs of my Truth;Pd-not have ſhown, =o 
By any other light beſidesitts:Own. - [900 NR 304 
No, Sir, he through deſpaiyall this bas fad 9465 ili von gy 
And OR NE IN >: + [is "236 93 I ll dit 47 
Why-Jhould you think that I: wonld you weong: <1 T155\ 
Muſt needs be Unchaſt, becanſe Pm young ?)- : [ art 
King. Unconſtant: way'ring heart, why; beav'fl thou fo? ..\ 
I ſhiver all; and know 'not;yebat:I-do.- gc bonb ri HCY .OU ,FTiys 
I ed now w_ Ar_ led.to veht:-. 13 Oo TT. Wits G "2 iT 
Thought War a Sport, dangera 3200] 2h $4 & ot 
Whole Winter mghts:food:untder Heay'ns wide woof, 
Daring my. Foes: noWoam{notiBeanty.: proot. 1-5 
Oh turn away thoſe Baſtlisksithy- Eyes,.; be Bo. 1368 D113] 865 1 
Th* Infe&ion's fatal, :and who ſees eur, dyes. yi. LG0es- away. 


Queen, Oh, do not flie me; I-huite no deſign +1. [32 ld 715613.21 aut 
Upon your life; for-yen may: ria9; ped ley6; cj bris dD1w © Lec 
Or if at lalt 1 muſt my fea y uLvotT y > 7; 3397 wk 


Here take it,*ri$ at-your feet. ;15-! 
Will you not look on me, my-deareſt Lottirt ) 
- King. Why ? wonldiftthon Uo —memmmmn— 


Queen.. Yea; you Gay:the y:the ward,; 3 2,200513 9361 L! 10% el 1# 
D. Car. Oh Heag'n \rchaw;ealdipand:ynmeydide fecs © 
"Rik, ee) os ey Knees ! | 
adam a nm a —_— ty; ie kc ber up. 


King, 
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King,——Bold Egcroacher, touch her not : 
Into my Breaſt her Glances thick are ſhot. 
Not true !.ſtay, let me ſee,---By Heav'n thon art © Looks earneſt. 
—— A falſe vile Woman---Oh my fooliſh Heart ! Fr on ber, 
I give thee Life——But from this time refrain, 
And never come into my ſight again : 
Be baniſh'd ever..—— 
ween, This you muſt not do, 
At leaſt till I have convinc'd you I am True. 
Grant me but ſo much time, and when that's done, 
If you think fit for ever Pll be gone. 
King. Pve all this while been angry, but in vain ; 
She heats me firſt, then ſtroaks me tame again, 
Oh, were thou true, how happy ſhould I be! 
ThinKſt thou that I have Joy to part with thee? 
No, all my Kingdom for the Bliſs Pd give: 
Nay, though it were not ſo, but to believe. 
Come, for I can't avoid it, cheat me quite. 
ueen, I would not, Sir, deceive you if I might. 
But if you'l take my Oaths ; by all above, 
*Tis You, and only You that I will love. 
* "King, Thus as a Mariner that fails alon 
With pleaſure hears th enticing Sirens Song, 
Unable quite his ſtrong Deſires to bound, 
Boldly leaps in, though certain to be drown'd. 
Come to my Boſom then, make no delay : Takes her im ® . 
My Rage is huſht, and I have room for Joy. bis Arms. © $ 
Queen, Agen yow'l think that I unjuſt will prove. 
King, No, thou art all o're Truth, and I all Love. 
Oh that we might for ever thus remain 
In folded Arms, and never part again! . 
ween, Command me any thing, and try your Powr. 
Kmg. Then. from this minute ne're ſee Carlos more. 
Thou Slave, that dar'ſt do ill with ſuch a port, 
For ever here I baniſh thee my Court! 
Within ſome Cloiſter lead a private life ; 
That I may love and rule without this ſtrife. 
Here Eboli, receive her to thy Charge: 
The Treaſure's precious, and the Trult is large.. 
Whilſt I retiring hence, my ſelf make fit ' 


To wait” for Joys, which are too fierce to meer, CExit King. 
D. Cay. My exile from his preſence I can hear 

With pleaſure: But, no more to look on her ! c 

Oh *tis a dreadful Curſe I cannot bear. 


No, Madam, all his Pow*r- ſhall nothing do : | | 
PII ſtay and take my Baniſhment from You. .* 
E , 


Do 
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' Do Yon command me, ſee how far Þll fly. 
ueen, Will Carlos be at laſt my Enemy ? 

Conthider, this Submiſſion I have ſhown, 
More to preſerve your Safety than my own. 
Ungratefully you needleſs ways deviſe, 
To loſe a Life which I fo dearly prize. 

D. Car. So, now her Fortune's made, and I am left 


Alone, a naked Wanderer to ſhift. , [Afde. 
Madam, you might have ſpar'd the Cruelty ; To tbc 
Bleſt with your Sight I was prepar*d to die. Queen, 


But now to loſe it drives me to Deſpair, 
Making me wiſh to die, and yet not dare. 
Well, to ſome ſolitary ſhoar Pl1 roam, 
And never more into your preſence come, 
Since I already find Pm troubleſome. [is going. 
Queen, Stay, Sir, yet ſtay ; —you ſhall not leave me ſo. 
D. Car. Ha! —— 
Queen, —— | muſt talk with you before you go, 
Oh Carlos how unhappy is our ſtate? 
How foul a Game was play*d us by our Fate ? 
Who promis'd fair when we did firſt begin, 
Till envying to ſee vs like to win, | c 
Straight fell to cheat, and threw the falſe Lot in. 
My Vows to you I now remember all. 
D. Car. Oh Madam, I can hear no More, ooo Knee. 
uecn, — You ſhall, _— [_Kneels too, 
For I cat cliuſe but let yon know, that I, 
If youw'l reſolve owr, yet will with you die. 
D. Car. Sure noble® Gallantry was never known. 
Good Heav®n ! This Bleſſings is too much for one. 6 
No, *tis enough for me to die alone, 
My Father, all my Foes I now-'forgive. 
Queen, Nay, Sir, by all our Loves I charge you-live, 
But to what Country, whereloe're you go, > 
Forget not Me, for Pll remember You. 
*  D. Car. Shall I ſach Vertue and fach Charms forget ? 
No, never. 
Yee, — Oh that we 'had never met, 
Bur in our diſtant Climates Till been free ! - 
1 might have heard of You; 'ahd you of Me : 
So towards Happineſs thore Tafely mov'd ; 
And never been thus wretched, yet haye lov'd. 
What makes you look fo wildly ?2—Why &yon ſtart? . 
.D. Car. A faint cold Damp isthick*ning round my heart. 
Q-cen. What ſhall we do! nm 
ÞD. Car. ———Do any thing but part. 
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Or ſtay ſo long till my poor $oul expires 
In view of all the Glory it admires. 

Eboli. In ſuch a Lover how might I be bleſt ! 


Oh were I of that noble heart poſleſt 4 

How ſoft, how eafie would I make his bands! Low, 

But, Madam, you forgot the Kings Commands: To the 
© Longer to ſtay, your Dangers you'l renew, Queen, 


. D. Car. Ah Princeſs! Lovers Pains you never knew; 
Or what it is to part, as we muſt do, 
Part too for evero—— 
After one minute, never more to ſtand 
Fixt on thoſe Eyes, or preſling this ſoft Hand. 
ITwere but enough to teed one, and not ſtarve: 
Yet that.is more than I did &re deſerve. 
Though Fate to us is niggardly and poor,' 
That from Eternity can't ſpare one hour. , 
ween, If it were had, that hour would ſoon be gone, 
And we ſhould wiſh to draw another on. 
No, rigorous Neceſlity has made 
Us both his Slaves, and now will be obey'd. 
Come, tet us try the parting blow to bear, 
Adieu 
D. Car. Farewel [Looking at each other, 
———]m fix*d and rooted here, 
I cannot ſtir—— 
Queen, Shall I the way then ſhow ? 
Now, hold my heart—— Goes to the door, then ſtops, 
———» Nay, Sir, why don't you go? and turns back again. 
D. Car. Why do you ſtay ? 
Queen, 1 won't. _ 
D. Cay, mom You ſhall a while [_Kncels, 
With one Look more my Miſeries beguile, 
That may ſupport my Heart till you are gone. 
Queen, Oh Eboli, thy help or I'm undone. [Takes hold on Fholi. 
Here take it then, and with it too my Life. [Leans into Eboli*s arms. 
D. Car. My Courage with my Tortures is at ſtrife. 
Since my Griefs Cowards are, and dare not kill, 
Pll try to vanquiſh and out-toil the ill, 
Well, Madam, now I'm ſomething hardier grown : 
Since I at laſt perceive you mult be gone, 
To venture the encounter I'll be bold; Leads ber 
For certainly my Heart will ſo long hold. \ to the dooy. 
Farewel—Be Happy as y*are fair and true. 
Queen. Andall Heay'ns kindeſt Angels wait on You. [ Ex, with Eb, 
D. Car. Thus long I wander'd in Loves crooked way, 
E 2 By 


i 
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By hopes deluding, Meteor led aſtray : 

For ee Pve half the dang*rous Deſart croſt, 
'The glimmnvring Light's gone out, and I am loſt. CExit D. Car. 


The End of the Third AR. 


The Fourth ACT. 


SCENE, The Anti-Chamber to the Queens Apartment. 


Don Carlos and Poſa. 


D. Carlos, He next is the Apartment of the Qneen: ' 
In vain try, I muſt not venture in. Is going, 
Tus is it with the Souls of murther?d men; returns, 


Who to their Bodies would again repair, 
But finding that they cannot enter there, © 
Mourning and groaning wander in the Air. 
Robb'd of my Love, and as unjuſtly thrown 
From all thoſe hopes that promigd me a Crown, c 
My heart, with the diſhonour's to me done, 
Is poyſon'd, ſwells too mighty for my Breaſt : 
But it will break, and I ſhall be at reſt, 
No: Dull Deſpair this Soul. ſhall never load. 
Thovgh Patience be the Virtue of a God: 
Gods never feel the llls that govern here, 
Or are above the Injuries we bear. 
Father and King; both Names bear mighty ſenſe : 
Yet ſure there's ſomething too, in Son and Prince. 
I was born high, and will not fall leſs great. 
Since triumph crown'd my Birth ; P!1 have my fate 
As Glorious and Majelſtick too as that. 
To Flaaders, Poſa, ſtraight my Letters ſend, 
Te!l *em the injur*d Carlos is their friend : 
And that. to head their Forces I deſiga ; 
So vindicete their Cauſe, if they dare mine. pe 
Poſa. To th? Rebels ! =——— | 
D, Carl. No, tare friends, their Cauſe is juſt ; 
Or, when I make it mine, at leaſt, it muſt. 
Ler th common Rout like Beaſts love to be dull, aa 
i 
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Whilſt ſordidly they live at caſe and full, 
Senſeleſs what Honour or Ambition means, 
And ignorantly drag their load of- Chains. 

I am a Prince, have had a Crown in view, 
And cannot brook to loſe the proſpett noyy. 
If tart my Friend, do not my will delay. 
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Poſa. Tl do't — — CExit Poſa, 


Enter Eboli. 
Eboli, My Lord. 
D. Cay. Who calls me ? 
Eboli, You mult ſtay. | 
D. Car. What news of freſh AfMiction can you bear ? 
Eboli. Surpoſe it were the Queen, you'd ſtay for her. 
D. Car. For her ? yes, ſtay an Age, for ever ſtay ; 
Stay.ev?n till Time it ſelf ſhou'd paſs away. 
Fix here a Statue never ta remove, 
An everlaſting Monument of Love. 
Though, may a thing ſo wretched as I am 
But the leaſt place in her Remembrance claim ? 
Eboli. Yes, if you dare believe me, Sir, you do ; 
We both can talk of nothing elſe but You : 
Whilſt from the Theam ev?n Emulation ſprings, 
Each ſtriving who ſhall ſay the kindeſt things. 
D. Car. But from that Charity I poorly live, 
Which only pities, and can nothing give. 
Ebolj. Nothing ? propoſe what 'tis you claim, and I, 
For ought you know, may be ſecurity. 
D. Car. No, Madam, what's my due none ere can pay ; 
There ſtands that Angel Honour in the way, 
Watching his Charge with never ſleeping Eyes, 
And ſtops my entrance into Paradiſe. 
Eboli, What Paradiſe? what pleaſures can you know, 
Which are not in my power to beſtow ? 


D. Car. Love, Love, and all thoſe eager melting Charms, 


The Queen muſt yield when in my Father's Arms. 
That Queen ſo Excellently richly fair, 
Fove, could he come again a Lover here, 
Would court Mortality to die for her. 
Oh, Madam, take not pleaſure to renew 
Thoſe Pains, which if you felt, you wou'd not do. 
Eboli, Unkindly urg?d : think you no ſenſe I have 
Of what you feel? now you may take your leave: 
Something I had to ſay: bur ler ir die. 
D;. Car. Why, Madam, who has injur*d you ? not I. 
Ebali, Nay, Sir, your Prefence F would not detain, 


Alas, 
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Alas, you do not hear that I complain. 
Thongh could you half of my Misfortunes ſee, 
Methinks you ſhould encline to pity me. 
D. Cay, I cannot gueſs what mournful tale you'd tell ; 
But I am certain you prepare me well. 
Speak, Madam, 
Eboli.. Say I lov'd, and with a Flame 
Which even melts my tender Heart to name : 
Loyd too a man, I will not ſay ingrate, 
Becauſe he's far above my Birth or Fate : 
Yet fo far he at leaſt does cruel prove, 
He proſecutes a dead and hopeleſs Love, 
Starves on a Barren Rock, and won't be bleſt, 
Though I invite him kindly to a Fealt, 
D. Car. What ſtupid Animal could ſenſeleſs lie, 
Quicker'd by Beams from that Illuſtrious Eye ? 
- Ebvli, Nay, to encreaſe your wonder, you ſhall know, : 


 ThatT, alas! am forc'd to tell him too, 
Till en I bluſh, as now I tell it you. 
D. Car. You neither ſhall have cauſe of Shame or Fear, 
W hoſe Secrets ſafe within my Boſom are. 
Eboli, Then farther I the Riddle may explain, 
Survey that Face, and blame me if you can. Shews him his 
own Pidure, 
D. Car. Diſtraction of my Eyes! what have they ſeen ? 
"Tis my own Picture which 1 ſent the Queen, 
When to her Fame I paid Devotion firſt, 
ExpeCting Bliſs, but loſt it : I am curſt. 
Curſt too in_ thee, who from my Saint dar*ſt ſteal 
The only Relique left her of my Z 
And with the Sacriledge attempt my Heart. 
Wert thou more charming than thou think*ſt thou art, 
Almighty Love preſerves the Fort for her, 
And bids defiance to thy Entrance there. 
Eboli. Negleted ? ſcorn'd by Father and by Son? 
What a malicious courſe my Stars have run ? 
Bur iince I meet with ſuch unlucky Fate 
In Love, It try how I can thrive in Hate. 
My own dull Husband may aſliſt in that. 
To his Revenge PF ll give him freſh alarms, [Afide. 
And with the gray old wizzard muſter Charms. 
I havet: thanks, thanks Revenge : Prince, *tis thy Bane, 
Can you forgive me, Sir ? I hope you can. [To Carlos mildly. 
P11 try to recompence, the Wrongs Pye done 
And better finiſh what is ill begun, 
D, Car. Madam, you at fo | ui arate proceed, 


I ſhall 
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I ſhall begin to think you lov'd indeed. 
- Ebols. No matter ; be but to my Honour true, 
As you ſhall ever find Pl! be to you, 
The Queen's my Charge, and you may on that ſcore 
Preſume that you ſhall ſee her yet once more. 
F'll lead you to thoſe ſo much worſhipt Charms, 
And yield you to my happy Rivas Arms. - 
D. Car. In what a mighty Sum ſhall I be bound ? 
I did not think ſuch Virtue could be found. 
Thou Miſtreſs of all beſt PerfeQtons, ſtay : 
Fain I in gratitude wou'd ſomething ſay ; 6 
But am too far in debt for Thanks to pay. 


Enter Don John of Auſtria. 


D. John, Where is that Prince, he whoſe Afflictions ſpeak 
So loud, as all Hearts but his own might break ? 
D. Car. My Lord, What Fate has left me, I am here, 
Mere Man, of all my Comfort ſtript and bare. 
Once, like a Vine I flouriſh'd, and was young, 
Rich in my ripening Hopes that ſpoke me ſtrong : 
But now a dry and wither'd Stock am grown, 
And all my Cluſters and my Branches gone. 
D. Fobn. Amongſt thoſe Numbers which your Wrongs deplore, 
Than me there's none that can reſent **tm more, 
I feel a generous Grudging in my breaſt, 
To ſee ſuch Honour, and ſuch Hopes oppreſt. 
The King your Father is my Brother, true ; 
But I ſee more that's like my ſelf in You. 
Free-born I am, and not on him depend, 
Oblig'd to none, but whom I call my Friend. 
And if that Title you think fit to bear, 
Accept the Confirmation of it here. [Embrace. 
D. Car. From you, to whom Pm by ſach Kindneſs ty'd, 
The Secrets of my Soul I will not hide. 
This generous Princeſs has her Promiſe giv'n, 
I once more ſhall be brought in ſight of Heav'n ; 
To the fair Queen ny laſt Devotion pay : 
And then for Flanders I intend my way. 
Where to th inſulting Rebels PlIl give Law, 
To keep my ſelf from Wrongs, and them in Awe, 
D. Jobn, Proſperity to the Deſign, *tis good; 
Both worthy of your Honour and your Blood. 
D. Car. My Lord, your ſpreading Glories flouriſh high, 
Above the reach or ſhock of Deſtiny ; 6 


Mine early nipt like Buds untimely die, 
Enter 
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Enter Officer of the Guard. 
Offic. My Lord, 1I grieve to tell what you muſt hear ; 
They are unwelcome Orders which I bear, : 
Which are to guard you as a Priſoner. 

D. Car. A Prigner 2 what new game of Fate's begun ? 
Henceforth he ever curs'd the name of Son, : | 
Since I muſt be a Slave becauſe Pm one. 

Duty ! to whom? He's not my Father: no : 
Back with your Orders to the Tyrant go; 
Tell him his Fury drives too much one way ; 
I'm weary on't, and can no more obey, 

D. Jobn. If asKkd by whoſe Commands you did decline 
Your Orders, .tell my Brother, *twas by mine. Ex. Officer, 

D. Car. Now were l certain it would fink me quite, 7 
Pd ſee the Queen once more, though but in ſpite, 

Though He with all his Fury were-in place, 

I wowd careſs and court her to his face. 

Oh that I could this minute die, if ſo 

What he had loſt he might too lately know, 

Curſing himſelf to think what he has done : 

For I was ever an obedient Son; 

With pleaſure all his Glories ſaw, when young, 
LooFd, and with pride conſidering whence I ſprung ; 
Toyfully under him and free I play'd, 

. Baskt in his Shine, and wanton'd in his Shade—— 
But now —— 

Cancelling all what &re he'then conferr*d, 

He thruſts me out among the common Herd : 

Nor quietly will there permit my ſtay, 

But drives and hunts me like a Beaſt of prey. 
Aſflition ! O affliction! tis too great, 

Nor have l ever learnt to ſuffer yet, 

Though Ruin at me from each! ſide take aim, 

And I ſtand thus encompaſs'd round with Flame; 
Though the devouring fire approaches faſt ; 

Yet will I try to plunge : if power waſlt, © 
[ can at worſt bur ſink, and burn at laſt. Ex, D, Carlos. 

D. Jobn, Go on, purſue thy Fortune while *tis hot : 

I long for work where Honour's to he got, 
Bur, Madam, to this Prince you're wond"rous kind. 

Eboli. You are not leſs to Henriet. I find, 

D. Fobn., Why, ſhe's a Beauty, tender, young, and fair. 

Eboli. 1 thought I might in Charms have equall'd her. 
You told me once my Beauty was not leſs. 

Is this your Faith? are theſe your Promiſes ? 


D. Fohn, 
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D, Fobn. You would ſeem;jealous, but are crafty grown ? 
Tax me of -Falſhood,,to conceal your own. * 
Go; yarea Woman 
Ebols, Yes, I know Iam : 
And by my Weakneſs do deſerve that name. 
When Heart and Honour I to you. relign'd. 
Wonk 1 were not a Woman, or leſs kind. 
D. Jobn, Think you. your Falſhood was not plainly ſeen ; 
When to your Charge my Brother gave the Queen ? 
Too well I faw it : how did you diſpence 
In Looks your Pity to th? aflited Prince ? 
Whilſt I my Duty paid the King, your time 
You watcht, and fixt your melting eyes on him, 
Admird him——: 
Ebols. Yes, Str, for his Conſtancie—— 
But 'twas with pain, to think you falſe to me, 
When to another's Eyes you Homage paid, 
And my true Love wrong'd and neglected laid. 
Wrong'd too ſo far as nothing can reſtore. 
D. Jobn. Nay, then let's part, and think of Love no more. 
Farewel | [D. ]. is going. 
Eboli, Farewel, if yare reſolv'd to go. | 
Inhumane Auſtria, can you leave me {© ? 
Enough my Soul is by your Falſhood rackt : 
Add not to your Inconſtancie NegleR. , 
Methinks you ſo far might have grateful-prov'd, 
Not to have gout forgotten that I lov'd. 
I 


D. John. If ere-you lov'd, 'tis you, not I forget. 
For a Remove tis here too deeply ſet, 
Firm rooted, and for ever muſt remain. [Eboli tuyns away. 
Why thus unkind ? 

Eboli, Why are you jealous then? | Turns to bim, 


_ . -D. John. Come, let it be no: more ! I'm huſkt and ſtill ! 
Will yon Forgive * 4 | 
.  Eboli, How can you doubt my will! 
I do. 
D. FJobn. Then ſend me not away unbleſt. 
Eboli. Till your Retnra 1 will-not think of Reſt. 


Carlos will hither fuddenly repair, - 7 +4 

The next Apartment's mine ;/ Il wait you there. 

Farewell. a0, 13004 (4 , {Eboli ſcems to weep. 
D. Jobn. O do not let me'ſee-a Tear; | 

It quenches:Joy and' ſtiftes Appetite: 


Like Wars fierce God my Blif Pd prey; | © wy 1 
Who, from furious Toils ef Arms'all flayy #7 *+ © 1 3 
Returning home CANT cus at'night,- LICE 

KY Comes 


«—_ 
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Comes riotous and hot with full Delight-————  CExit D, John;. 


And to effe& it puts on Jealouſie. 6 Ah 
But Pm as much a Libertine as he ; + | 

As fierce my Will, as furious my Defire. 

Yet will 1 hold him : Thoygh Enjoyment tires, 

Though Love and Appetite be at the heſt,. | ; 


Eboli, H? has reapt his Joys, and now. he wauld be free; & 


Hel ſerve, as common Meats: fill uþ a reaſt, 
And look like Plenty, though we never talte;. 


Enter Rui:Gomerz:. 


Old Lord, I bring thee News wHl make thee young: 
R. Go. "Speak: z there was always Muſick in thy Tongue. 
Eboli, Thy foes are tatt'ring; and the Day's thy*own:: 
Give *em but one Lift now, and they.ga down, 
Quickly to th King,. and all his Doubts reacw ; 
Appear diſturb'd, as if you ſomething knew. 
Too difficult: "ny dangr00s to relate,. 
Then:b im hither labe > dy with the weight: 
I.wyll 0s care that Carlos ſhall n= _ 
So-for. his jcalous Eyes a ſight: prepa 
Shall prove more fatal than Medwja's Head, 
And .he more Monſter ſeem than ſhe e're made.. 


Euter-Ki ing attended... 


King. Still how this Tyrant Doubt torments my. Breaſt | & 


W hen ſball I get th* Uſurper ny Loco 
My Thoughts, like Birds when ted from: their reſt 
Around the place, where all was | xe wok 
Fletter ;; and: hardly ſettle any obs Rr fo I X 
Ha, Gomez! what art, thoy ting muſiog on ?: | [Sees Gamez. 
R. Go. I'm thinking what-it is to have a. tg 11 | 
W hat mighty Cares, and what tempeſtuous Strife 
Attend on aa unhappy Father's life. 
How Children Bleſſings ſem, but Torments:are ;:; 
When n_ our. holly, and hea dl& cope fem 2, 
Kin y doſt thou bring the&-qdd- Rededtions ere? 
Thou be ſure the Quiet which F bear.:::r- * 
R. Go. Na, Sir, 1 Joy Pth' Eaſe which you polleſs, 
And wiſh you never may have. cauſe for tefs: 


. "King. Have cauſe for leſs ! = thaw apt fac,. 11 
And looKit as thou wouldſt —_ FR) Ow 729% 2.114 
upp. 2 Garand Wi 


Now, now I feel it Font it nd at\Þ 
Speak quickly, where in ok ATIMHe ba 
What 
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W hat not a word? have my Wrongs ſtruck thee dumb ? 
Or art thou {woln and labouring with-my Doom, 
Yet dart not let the fatal Secret come ? 
R. Go. Heav*n great Infirmiries-to Ape allots: 
I'm old and have a thouſand doting Thonghts. 
Seek not to know ?em, Sir, # 
King. By Heav'n I mult. 
R. Go. Nay, I wou'd not be by compulſion juft. 
King. Yer, if without it you refuſe, you ſhall. 
R. Go. Grant me then one Requeſt, Pll tell you all. 
King. Name thy Petition, and conclude it done. 
R. Go. It is that you wov'd here forgive your Son, 
For all his paſt Offences to this hour. 
King. T t'haſt almoſt ask*d a thing beyond my pow?r. 
But fo much Goodneſs Pth* Requeſt I find, 
Spite of my ſelf Pl] for thy ſake be kind. 
His Pardon's ſeaPd : the Secret now declare. 
R. Go. Alas! *tis only that Ifaw him herem— _ 
King. Where ? with the Queen ! Yes; yes, tis ſo I'm ſore. 
Never were Wrongs fo great as I cndure. 
So great, that they are grown beyond Complaint, 
For half my Patience might have made a Saint. 
Oh Woman! Monſtrous Woman ! 
Did I for this into my Breaſt receive 
The promiſing repenting Fugirive ? 
But, Gomez, I will throw ker backagain ; 
And thou ſhalt ſee me ſmile, and tear her rhen. 
PI cruſh her Heart, where all the Poiſon lies, 
Till, when the Venom's ont, the Viper dies. 
R. Go, They the beſt method of Revenge purſic, 
Who ſo contrive that it may Juſtice ſhew ; 
Say till their Wrongs appear at ſach a head, 
That Innocence may have no room to plead, 
Your Fury, Sir, at leaſt a while delay, 
1 gneſs the Prince may come agen this way, 
Here Pl] withdraw, 'and watch his Privacy. 
King. And when he's fixt, be ſure bring word to me. 
Till then, VIl bridle Vengeance; and retire, + 
Within my Breaſt ſuppreſs this angry Fire 
Till to my Eyes my W rongs thentfelves difptay ; 
Then, like a Faulcon, gently cut my way, 
And with my Pqunces ſeize tunwary Prey. | 
mah [Ex# Xing. 
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Eboli. T've over-heard the Buſineſs with delight, * 
And find Revenge will havea Feaſt to night. | 
Though thy declining years are in their wane, (5; 
I can perceive there's Youth ſtill in thy Brain. 


Away : The Queen is coming hither. . [Exit R. Go. 


Enter Queen, and Women, Hearietra. 


Queen ——Now _.. 
To all Felicity a long adieu; 
Where are you, Eboli ? . 
Eboli. Madam, Pm here. 
Queen. Oh how freſh Fears aſſault me every-where!.. 
FE hear that Carlos is a Priſoner made. 
Ebd]i, No, Madarn, he the Orders diſobey'd ; 
And boldly owns for Flanders he intends, 
To head the Rebels, whom he ſtyles his Friends. 
But Ore he: goes, by me does humbly ſue, 
That he may take his laſt Farewell of you. 
Queen. Will he then force his Deſtiny at laſt? 
Hence quickly to him, Eboli, make haſte :_ _ 
Tell him, LE beg his Purpoſe he'd delay. 
Or if that can't his Reſolution ſtay,  --, 
Say I have ſworn not to ſurvive the hour 
In which I hear that he has left this Shoar. 
Fell him, Pve gain*d his Pardon of the Kang. 
Tell him— to ſtay him——tell him any thing, 


Eboki, One word from you his, Duty would reſtore : ' | : 


And though you promigd. ne're,to ſee. him more, 
Methinks you might upon fo juſt a ſcore. | 
Burt ſee he's here——— | 


\ 


Enter, Don; Carlos. 4. «1 


T3'T. 8 >) ey ct be: 1-1 

D. Car. Run out of breath by Fate, _ - E: 
And perſecuted by a Father's Hate, | | 
Wear'd with all, L panting hither fly, --- 
To lay my ſelf down at your feet-and die. . F Kneels and. kiſſes 
.*- Queen, Oh too-unhappy- Caxlos,/ yet unkind? Fen Hands, 
'Gaipſt yowwhat Harms have ever I deſign, | 
Fhat you ſhould with ſuch violence decree, 
Ungratefully at laſt to murther me ? : 
:. D. Car. Pour all thy Curſcs, Heav'n, upon this Head, 

| . For 


— 
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For P've the worſt of Vengeance merited, | 
That yet I impudently live to hear 


My ſelf upbraided of a Wrong to her. LHe rifes, 
Say, has your Honour been by me betray'd ? 

Or have 1 Snares Yentrap your Vertue laid ? 

Tell me: if not, why do you then upbraid ? 


Queen. You will not know th? Aﬀflictions which you give. 
Was't not my laſt requeſt, that you 'wou'd live ? | | 
I by our Vows conjur'd it ;' but I ſee; 
Forgetting them, unmindful too of me, 
Regardleſs, your own Ruine you deſign, 
Though you-are ſure to purchaſe it with mine. 
D. Car. 1, as you bad'me live, obey'd with pride ; 

Though it was harder far than to/have did. 
But loſs of Liberty my life diſdains : 
Theſe Limbs were never made to ſuffer Chains. 
My Father ſhould have fingl'd out ſome Crown, 
And bidden me go conquer*t for my own : | 
He ſhould have ſeen what Carlos would have done. 
But to preſcribe my Freedom, fink me low 
To bath Confinement, where no Comforts flow : 
But black Deſpair that foul Tormentor lies: 
With all my preſent load of Miſeries, 
Was to my Soul too violent a Smart, 
And roug'd the ſleeping Lion in my Heart. - | 
| Queen, Yet then be-kind;* your angry' Father's Rage, ; 
| I know, the leaſt Submiſſion will afſwage. 

You're hot with Youth, He's Cholerick with Age. 
To him, and put a true Obedience on; 

Be humble, and expreſs your ſelf a Son. 
| Carlos, I beg it of you : will-you not'? © - 

-D."Car: Methinks*ts very hard; but yet Pll do't. 

I muſt obey whatever you prefer, | 
Knowing y'are all Divine, and cannot Err. 
For if my Doom's unaltrable, I ſhall- 
This way-at leaſt with leſs Diſhonour fall : 
And Princes leſs my Tattienefs thus'condemn, 
When I for You ſhall ſuffer, though by Him: 
; yeen, In my Apartment farther we'il debate 
Of this, and for a happy iſſue wait. 
Your preſence there he cannot diſapprove, 
| | When it ſhall fpeak your Duty, and my Love. Exit Car. 
| and Queen, 


Entey 
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Enter Rui-Gomez. 


Ebgli. Now, Gomez, Triumph : all is ripe - the Toll 

' Has eaught em, and Fate faw it. with a ſmyle. 

Thus far the Work of Deſtiny was mine ; 

But. Pm content the Maker "pes be thine. 

Away to th' King, prepare his Soul for Blood ; 

A Myſtery thou well haſt underſtood : 

Whilſt I go reſt within a Lover's Arms, | 

And to my Auſtria lay out all. my Charms. [Afide.. Exit. 
R. Go. Fate open-now thy: Book, and ſer *em down : | 

I have already markt *em for thy- own. 


Enter King, and Pola 4 4 diſtance, 


My Lord the King. 
King. Gomex ? 
R. Ge. The fame. 
King. Haſt ſeen 
The Prince ? 
R. Go. I have. . 
Ki _ Where is he ? 
. Go, With the Queen. | 

F: ing. Now ye that dwell in everlaſting Flaws, 
And Keep Records of all ye mean to damn, 

Shew me, if *mongſt your Preſidents there ere 
Was ſeen a Son like him, or Wife like her. 

Hark, Gomez, didſt not "hear th? Infergals groan ? 
Huſh-Hell a little, and they are thy own. 

Poſa. W ho ſhould theſe be?..the;:King, and Gomez fave. at 8 <- 
Methinks I wiſh that Carlos were ſecure, ance. 
For Flanders his Diſpatches Pye prepar'd. 

King. Who's there? *Tis Poja, Pander to their drawing near 

-./- {g_-{ (Laſt. Reo Pola. 
Now: Gomez, to his Heart thy Dagger abruſt : 
Inthe purſuit of Vengeance drive far -! 
Strike deep, and, if thou canſt, wound Caries there.” 
R. Go, [| do't as cloſe as happy Lovers Kif6: 
May he ſtrike mine, if- of his Heart 1 mils. 


Thns, Sir — —  [Stabs him. 
 Poſa,. Ha, Gomez! Villain ! thay haſt done 

Thy worſt : bit yet I would nor die alone : : 

Here, Dog ” = wo Stabs at him. 


K, Go. 
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R, Go. So brisk? then take it once again. F As they are firvggling the /di/* 
*T was only, Sir,-to put you out of Pain. | Font fall out of Pola's boſom. 
| [.S:abs bim again, and Poſa falls. 

Poſja. My Lord the King, (but Life too far is gone, 


I-faint) be mindful of your Queen and Son. [ Dies. 
King. The Slave in Death repents, and warns me, . Yes, 

]. ſhall be very mindful. What aretheſe ? Taxes up the 

For Flanders ! with the Prince's Signer ſeaPd.! Dr ſpatches, 

Here's Villany has yet been unreveaPd. 

See, Gomez. ;, Practices againſt my Crown. [Shows "em bini. 


Treaſon and Luſt have joys'd to pull me down. 
Yet ſtill I ſtand like a firm ſturdy Rock, 
Whilſt they but ſplit themſelves with their own ſhock, 
But I too long delay, give word I come. | 
R. Go, What, hoa! within; the King is nigh, make room. 


The SCENE draws, and diſcovers D. John and 
Eboli embracing. 


King. Now let me if I can to Fury add,. 
That when I thunder I may ſtrike *em dead. 
[ Looking earneſtly on * em. 
Ha Gomez ! on this Truth depends thy Life. 
Why, that's our Brother Aufria / 
R. Go. And my Wife! | | 
Embracing cloſe. Whilſt, I was buſie grown 
In others Ruins, here Pve met my own. 
Oh! had I periſh'd &'re *twas. underſtood. 
King. This is the Neſt where Luſt and Falſhood brood, 
Is. it not admirable ? Ex. D. John and 
R. Go. O'Sit, yes! 54 | Eboli embracing, 
Ten Thouſand, Devils tear the.Sorcereis— | 
King, But they are gone; and my:[Diſhonour's near. 


Enter Don Carlos and Queen d;ſcowſirg. 


Look, my iocefipo us. Son. and; Wife appear. - 
See, Gomez, how ly 7 ia _ 
'Sdeath ! there axe. very. Pulley in her Eyes. -, 
; | ot CD. Carlos approaches the King, 
D. Car. In Peace Heay'n ever guard the King trom Harms 
In"War Sncceſs and Txiuwph. crown his Arms ;,, 
Till all the Nations of the.World ſhall be. - .-- | 
Humble and Proſtrate af-his Fett like me, 4 : (Engels. 
I hear your Fury has my Death deliga/d. Mo aa! Y3gth VG 
Though Pve deſery'd theworſt, you, may be kind: 


Behold 
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Behold me as your poor paapDy Son,. _ wg 
And do not-ſpill thar Blgod which is your own. ©; 


d . 


King. Yes, when my Blood grows taitited, I ne're doubt, 
But for my Health ?tis good to let it out : 
But thine's a Stranger, like thy Soul, to me, 
Or elſe be cursd thy Mother's memory : . 
And doubly curſt be'that unhappy! Nights | 
In which I;purchas'd Torment with Delight, - 
D. Car." Thus then l lay aſide all rights 6f Blood. | {Xiſcs boldly. 
My Mother curs'd ! ſhe was'all Juſt and Good, 
Tyrant | too good to {tay with thee below, 
And therefore's bleſt, and reigns above thee now. 
Submiſſion! which way got it-entrance here ! .; 
King. Perhaps it'came ere 'Treafon was aware. 
Thy traiterous Deſign's now tome'to light, | 
Too great and horrid to be'hid in night. 


Sec here my Honour and thy Dutie's Stains. Shews the 
Pve paid your Secretary for his pains. ., Diſpatches. 
He waits you there, to Council with him go, Shews Po= 
Ask what intilligence from Flangers now. [a's Body, ., 


D. Car. My Friend bereflain; my jar fe ris. © 

Good Heay*n ! what have Idone 'to merit this * © 

What Temples fackt? what Deſolations made, . 

To pul] down ſuch'a-Vengeance-on my Head ? 

This, Villain, was thy work : what Friend. of thine [To.Gomez. 

Did I &re wrong, that thou ſhould'ſt murthex mine? 

But VII take care it ſhall not want' RT -y FY F CDraws. + 
King. Courage, my Gomez, ſince thy King's thy Guard. 

Come, Rebel, and thy Villanies fulfill. "26 
D. Car. No ;, thoughunjuſt, you are my Father F Throws away 
WOE AED _ © "(MMtl; TT, bis Sword. 

And from that Title muſt your Safety own : 7 oO, 

"Tis that which awes my Hand; 'and not your Crown. © 

"Tis true, all ' there contain'd'I had'defign'd :- ©» - 

To ſuch a height your Jealonſie was On, 

It was the only way that [.could* fin 

To work your Peace, and to procyre my own. . og 
King. Thinking my Youth'and igour to'decreate, ' ©” - 

You'd eaſe me of my Crowq tb'give me Peace” oO 
D. Car. Alas! you fetch your Miſtonftruttions'far,  5- 

The — to me, __ Mohore to Her, _ : 

Were much too great for Empire to repair, 

When you forgot a: Father's Poe, and-quite 

Depriv'd me of a Son's and Prince's Ri 

Branded my Honour, and putſiyd my: 

My Duty long with Nature' was at ſtrife. a FORT | « 
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Not that [ tear?d ay, Memory or Name | 
Could ſuffer by the voice of common Fame ; 
A thing I ftill eſteem'd beneath my Pride: | » 
For though condemn'd by all the World beſide, 
Had you but thought me Juſt, I could have did. 
At laſt this only way I found, to fly 
Your Anger, and divert your Jealonſie—-a— 
To go or Flanders, and be_ſo removd 
From all I ever honour'd, ever lov'd ; 
There in your right hoping I might compleat, 
*'Spight: of my Wrongs, ſome Action truly great. 
Thns by my Faith and Sufferings to out-wear 
Your Hate, and ſhun that Storm which-threaten'd: here. 
een, And can this merit Hate ? he wow'd forgo 
The Joys and Charms of Courts to purchaſe you ; 
Baniſh himſelf, and ſtem the dang?rous Tide 
Of Lawleſs Outrage, and Rebellious Pride. 
King. How evenly ſhe pleads in his defence ! 

So blind is Guilt when *twou'd ſeem Innocence, 
She thinks her ſoftneſs may my Rage diſarm, 
No, Sorcereſs, y'are miſtaken in your Charm, 


And whilſt you ſooth, do but aſſiſt the Storm. 
Do, take full view of Jour tall-able Slave ; Q.. boking 
Look hard ; it is the la y/are like to have. 1] on Carlos. 


D. Car. My Life or Death.are-in-your: Pow'r t6 give. 
King." Yes, and thou-dy?lt. 
D. Car. Not till ſhe give me leave. 
She is the Star that rules my Deſtiny : 
And whilſt her Aſpe&'s kind,,.I cannot die. 
Queen, No, Prince, for ever live,..be-evet bleſt: 
King. Yes, I will ſend him to's eternal Reſt: 
Oh ! had I took the Journey long! ago, 
I n&re had known the Pains that rack me now. 
Queen. What Pains ? what Racks? Capprodching him, 
King. Avoid, and touch me-not... 
1 ſee thee foul; all one inceſtuaus Blot: : n') 4 
Thy broken Vows are.in-thy guilty Facch-: 
ueen, Have I then in your Pity: left no-place-? Þ > 
King. Oh! thus it was you drew-me in befatags + . 
With- Promiſes you ne*re would ſee him more. 
But now your ſubtleſt Wiles-too weak are grown, 
I've gotten Freedom, and I'll keepmy owm - | + 
Queen, May .you be ever free, but can your Mind 
Conceive that any 11! was here deſign'd ? 
He hither came onely that he might ſhow: 
Obedience, and be reconaPd to; you. 
You ſaw his humble, ; and. dutiful -—__ 
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King. But you before-hand fign'd the. happy Peare. LEnter Eb6li. 
Oh Princeſs, thank you forithe Care you take. 
Tell:me, how got this Monſter Entrance? f peak. : 

Eboli. Heav'n witneſs 'twas without 'my knowledge done. 


Ri\ Go. No, ſhe had other BuYnkſs of her own. ' [Aide 
Oh Blood and Murther ! F.4d 

King. All are falſe>-A-Guard.” men :" [iter Guard. 
Seize on that Traitour — —— [To Carlos. 


D. Car. Welcome; Pm prepar'd: 
Queen. Stay, Sir, let me die too ; 1 can. PT, 
Kmg. No, thou ſhalt live. © Gear's kind. 
By Heav?n, but not a Day. TING Bt em 
I a Revenge ſo exquifite have Frann'd; [ROJE: , 36113 DON L 
She unrepenting dies, and ſo-ſhe's damind. 
Henr, If ever Pity could your Heart ingage, 
- If ere you hope for Bleſſings on your Age, 
_— your ears to a poor Virgin's Pray'r:; 
| I dare not venture thee, thou art too fair. | 
What wouldſt thou ſay'Þ-07'"- * 
Henr. Deſtroy not in One man” '- 
More Vertue than the World can boaſt again. 
View him the eldeſt Pledge of your firſt Love, 
Your Virgit Joys : that may- ſome Pity mpve 
King. Ng; for the Wrongs Tſbffer weigh it down : 
d now not ſpare his:life to ſave'my own. 
Away, by thy ſoft Tongue Þll not be caught. 
Henr. By all that Hopes can Frame I beg. If not, 
May you by ſome baſe hand unpity'd die, 
And childleſs Mothers curſe your Memory. 
By Honour, Love,.'by Lily atterns i - 
King. Fond Girl, away. -7- -095Y 
By Heav'n, PII kill "thee elſe. . Still dar thou' ſtay: ? 
Cannot Death terrifie. thee ? | 
Heny.-—————N_o, for 1, 

If you refuſe me, am reſoly'd to die. 
D. Car. Kind Fair one, do-not 'waſt your 'Sorrows here 
On me, too wretched, and-not worth a Tear: * | 

There yet for you are mighty" Joys-m ſtore, 
When I in Duſt. ag lady and Nen no more. 
Oh Madam ! 
Queen, Oh my Carlos! muſt you dic 
For me? no Mercy i in a Father's Eye ? 
D. Car, Hide, hide your Tears, ito riiy'Soitl they dart 
A Tenderneſs that mars my Heart : 
For ſince I muſt, Ilike a Printe- would fall, 
And to my aid my Manly ſpirits call. 
= You like a Man as roughly as you will 


[To the Queen, 


May 


-- 


ad D. . { «26 $ #4 ' TAT | | 
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May die, but let mebea Woman ſtill, ClVeeps. 
King. Tivart Woman, a true Copy of the firſt, . 
In whom the Race of all ind was curlſt, 
Your Sex by Beauty was to Heav*n ally'd : 
But your great Lord the Devil taught you Pride. 
He too-an Angel till he darſt rebel ; 
And you-are ſure the Stars that with him. fell... 
Weep on z a ſtock of Tears like Vows you have, 
And always ready when you wou'd. deceive. 
Queen, Cruel ! Inhumane ! Oh my Heart ! why ſhowd 
I throw away a Title that's ſo good, 
On one a ſtranger to what-e*re was fo ? 
Alas, Pm torn, and know. not what to. do. h 
Fhe'juſt reſentment of my' Wronps ſo great, | C Ready to ſink 
My ſpirits ſink beneath the heavy weight. *- _ with paſſion. 
Tyrant, ſtand off : I hate thee, and will try 
If I have Scorn enough to make me die. 
D: Car. Bleſt Angel, ſtay 
Queen, Carlos, The fole-Embrace .., 
You ever took, you have'before his face. - 


» 


D. Car. No wealthy Monarch'df the plenteous Eaſt, : 


[Takes ber in bis Arms. 


In all the Glories of his Empire dreſt, 
Was-ever half {o rich, or half ſo bleſt; 
But from ſach-Bliſs how wretched is the fall! 
They'too. like 'vs mbft die, and leave it all. | 
King. All this before my face'? what Soul could bear't ? 
Go force her from him. '_ © _...; [Officers approaches. 
D. Car. Slave, *twill coſt thy Heart. | 
Thadſt better meet a Lyon on his way, 
And from his hungry Jaws, reprize the Prey. 
She's Miſtreſs of my Soul, and,to' prepare 
My ſelf for Death, I muſt conſult with her. 
«R, Go, Have pity —"" oO 
King. Hence ! How. wretchedly he rules, 
That's ſerv'd by Cowards, and advis'd by Fools. 
Oh Torture !— / 
D. Car.—— Rovwze, my Soul, conſider now, 
That to nh bliſsful Manſion thou, muſt go. 


24* 


[Llronically. 


But:T'ſo mgghty Joys havagat<d here, . A PRs 

I hardly ſhall have ſenſe ot-any there. 6 

Oh foft as Bloſſams, and yer ſweeter far ! [Leaning on 
Sweeter than Incenſe which. to Heay'n aſcends, ber Boſom. 


Thovgh”*cis preſented there by Angels hands. 
King. Still in his Arms'!? Cowards;/g6 tear her forth. 
D. Car. Yowll ſooner. from. its Center ſhake the Earth. 
PIl hold her faſt till my laſt Hour is nigh; 
Then Pl] bequeath her to you when 1 die. 
G2 Km. 
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, Ring. Cutoff his dren or ay thing. EI 
. "Car. S—— 
By kill, and AY meh TED 0509 mn a oTanh 


Pd have my Monument eret 
With broken mangled d Limbs Rill 


Queen, Hold, and Pt quit his AA fy Gu, offer their Axes. 


King. Now bear hi hence, _. CT ' 
Queen. Oh horrid Thrant ! Afar a EO 
Stay, unhappy Prince=————""","." | ng. Carlds of 


Turn, turn: Oh Torment! muſt [ | lows you fo ? 
No, ſtay, and take me with ny Co e 2ou £0. 
Set 


D. Car. Hark, Slaves, — Li to ſtay, 
Dogs ! have you Eyes, and 
Moy Bf 


TE: her ? Oh let me but ule mſg foward | 
King. By Uhe a +. Fey Fey in et $2 


Queon My 
D: Car. My Soul, farewel— 
Queen. -——— He's gone, he's gone. ERS {Exit Carlos. 


| Now, Tyrant, to thy-Rage I'm 


Give me my Death, that mh a 1 Es | 
King. I know Nos ga P-21- Teas 
= be this cure? o ; Shombr ke 
> was I born - thus 0s. 
_ Life be forc'd, when. *ris 19. Foy to die ? the floor. 
King. Thou, Woman, beep LF: but; $9.rengrs [7, a;Eboti, 
Thy Credinins Y. heart, 5 
Prepare a draught of Polſ6h, "Fuch as all 
w, and by degrees of, Toxm Rok | 
Give it the Queen, and to ee t 
Of dying, tell her Pve Fu 


And that ere Morning he I 2% 
we e e bby: 
wy Rape, : and ny wy: "tie, _ el3 4D £ 


King. Now, Gome = fs 1 bats. 
But, oh! what Eaſe can Js 


ie fon: Majeſty "Rik ; 
R -q Do, work of Mit Rs t Eeir 
el 
O're Love and Nature 
Still charming Beauty Pre 
When I'muſt parckaſs ED _ * Lormmin 


And when tare in oy , murther {Os * Lahide 
. Yet for my Hotlp ur and > fone 
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ACT the Fifth. SCENE the Firſt. 


Exter Kzng folus. 
King. "> Night : che ſeaſon when the Happy take 
Repoſe, and only Wretches are awake : 
Now diſcontented Ghoſts begin their rounds, 
Haunt ruin'd Buildings and unwholfom Grounds ; - 
Or at the Curtains of the Reſtleſs wait, 
To frighten *em with ſome fad tale of Fate. 
When I would reſt, I can no reſt obtain: 
The 1lls P've born ev'n ore my Stumbers reign, : 
And in ſad Dreams torment me _ again. 
The fatal Bugneſs is ere this 
Pm ſhockt, and ſtart to think what 1 have done. 
But I forget how I that Philip am 
So much for Conſtancy renown?d by Fame. 
Who through the progreſs of my Life was'ne*re 
By Hopes tranſported, or depreſs by Fear. 
No, it is gone too far to-be recalPd, 
And ſtedfaſtneſs will make the AR extolPd. 
Enter Eboli in a Night-Gown. 
Who? Eboli? 


Eboli, My Lord. 
King. Is the Deed done ? C 


' 
| 
| 
| 
/ 
' 
| 
[ 
} 


Ebols. *Tis, and the Queen to ſeek Repoſe is gone, 

King. Can ſhe expe& it, who allow*d me none ? 
No, Eboli; her Dreams muſt be as full 
Of Horrour, and as Helliſh as-her Sonl. 

Does ſhe believe the-Prinee has Freedom gain'd ? 

Eboli. She does. 

King. How were the Tidings entertaind ? 

Ebols. Orre all her Face-young wandring Bluſhes were, 
Such as ſpeak: Hopes too weak-to conquer- Fear. —» 
But when confirm'd, no Lover ere fo kind : 

She claſp'd me faſt, 'careſs'd; andcall'd me Friend. 
Which Opportunity: 'Ftook to give'- | 
The Poiſon ; and till 'Day ſhe- cannot live. 
King. Quickly then to her: ſay that Carlss here 
WM to confirm-his Happineſs with her. 
Go; that my Vengeance 1 may finiſh*quite 
*Twould be per ſhould T loſe the Sight. 
But to contrive that I may not be known, 
And ſhe may till miſtake me for my Son, 
Remove all Light but-that-which may ſuffice wh 
& 
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To let her ſee me ſcorn her when ſhe dies. 

Eboli. You'll find her all in ruful $ables, clad, 7 
With on dim Lamp thar Yields imperfec light, A; 
Such as in Vaults afliſt the ghaſtly Shade, 

Where wretched Widows come to weep at Night. 
Thus ſhe reſolves to die, or living mourn, 
Till Carlos ſhall with Liberty return. | 

King. Oh ſtedfaſt Sin ! incorrigible Luſt ! | ; 
Not damn'd ! it is impoſſible, ſhe muſt. 

How do I long to ſee her in her Pains, 
The poignous Sulphur rowling through her Veins ? 
Enter D. John and Attendants. 
Who's there ? my Brother 2? 1 
D. Fobn, Yes, Sir, and your Friend. 
What can your Preſence here ſo late intend ? 

Kmg. Oh, Auſtria, Fate's at work ; a Deed's in hand 
Will put thy Youthful Courage to a ſtand. 

Survey me; dolI look as heretofore ? 

D. John. You look like King of Spain, and Lord of Pow'r : 
Like one who ſtill ſeeks Glory on the Wing : 

You look as I would do, were I a King. 

King. A King! why I am more, I'm all that can 
Be counted miſerable in a Man. \ 

But thou ſhalt ſee how calm anon I'll grow : 
Il be as happy and as gay as Thou. 

D. Jobn. No, Sir, my happineſs you cannot have, 
Whilſt to your abje& Paſſions thus a Slave, 

LY} my. Eaſe your Thoughts like mine muſt bring, 
Be ething lefs a Man, and morea King. 

King. Pm growing ſo. ?Tis true, that long I ſtrove. 

With pleading Nature, combated with. Love, 
Thoſe Witchcrafts that-had bound my, Soul i Salk ; 
But now the date of the Enchantment's ur: 

Before my Rage like Ruines down they fall, 
And I mount up true Monarch o're 'em all. 

D. Fobn, 1 know your porn and Son y ave. doom'd to die, 
And fear by this the fatal hour is nigh. dof 1 
Why would you cuta ſure Succeſſion. (0) ; 

At which your Friends muſt grieve, and rom Will lavgh ; 
As if ſince Age has from you took away 
Increaſe, you'd grow malicious and deſtroy *? 
King. Doubt it not, Auſtria ;. thon my Brother -=0 
And in my Blood Pm certain haſt ; a. parte. ' «-;-3; 
Only the Juſtice of my Vengeance;own. | 
1 _ rt Heir of Spain, and my adopted $00. | 
D. Foba, | muſt confeſs there in a Crown. are Charms, 
Which I would coart in blaody Fields and Arms: ,: 
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But in my Nephew*s wrong I maFdecline, 
| Since he muſt be extinguiſh'd &re I ſhine. 

To mount a Throne o're Battlements I'd climb, 
Where death ſhould wait on me, not I on him, 
Did you e're love, or have you ever known 
The mighty-Valve of fo brave'a Son ? 

King. | gueſgd I ſhould be treated thus before ; 
I know it is thy Kindneſs, but no more. 
Thou living free, alas ! art eafie grown, 
And think'ſt all Hearts as honeſt as thy own. 

D. Jobn. Not, Sir, ſo eaſie, as I muſt be bold, 
And ſpeak what you perhaps wou'd have untold ; 
That y are a Slave to th'vileſt that obey, 
Such as Diſgrace on Royal Favour lay, 
And blindly follow as they lead aftray : 
Voracious Varlets, ſordid Hangers on, 
Beſt by Familiarity .ttPare known, 
Yet ſhrink at Frowns, but when you ſmile they fawn. 

' Thare theſe have wrong'd you, and abus?d your Ears, 

Poſſeſt your Mind with falſe miſs-grounded Fears. 

King. Miſs-grounded Fears? Why? Is there any Truth 
In Womens Vows, or Diſobedient Youth ? 
I ſooner would believe this World were Heav'n, 
Where I have nought but Toils and Torment met, 
And never Comfort yet to man was given. 
But thou ſhalt ſee how my Revenge Pl treat. 

[TheSCENE draws, and diſcovers the Queen alone 
in mourning on ber Couch, with a Lamp by her. 

Look where ſhe ſits, as quiet and ſerene, [Ironically.. 
As if ſhe never had a Thonght of Sin; 
In Mourning, her wrong?d Innocence to ſhew. 
Sh' has ſworn't fo oft that ſhe believes it true. 
O*rewhelm'd with Sorrow ſhe'll in darkneſs dwell. e 
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So we have heard of Witches in a Cell, 
Treating with Fiends, and making Leagues with Hell. | 
LQ. riſes, and comes towards bim. 

Queen. My Lord ! Prince Carlos ? mgy it be believ'd ? 

Are my Eyes bleſt ? and am [ not deciv'd ? 
King. My Queen, my Love, Pm here [Embraces ber.. 
Queen, My Lord: the King ? 

This is ſurprizing Kindneſs which you bring. 

Can you believe me Innocent art laſt ? 

Methinks my Griefs are half already paſt. 
King. O Tongue in nothing practis'd but Deceit ! 

] Too well ſhe knew him, not to find the Cheat. 

Yes, vile Inceſtuons Woman, it 15 I, 

The King; look on me well, deſpair, and die. 


Queens. 
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ueen, Why, had” you not prg '4 my Doom. 
SE to Affliction you could add ;.\ * before, 


more ? 
Methinks Death is leſs welcome, en I find 
You could but counterfeit a Look this kind, 
King. No, now tart fit for Death : had 1 believ'd 
Thou could'ſt have been more wicked, thou bad'ſt liv'd. 
Liv'd, and gone on in Luſt and Riot {fiJl, 
But I perceiv'd thee early ripe for Hell : | 
And that of the Reward thou might it not ra; 
This night tlaſt drank thy Bane, tW'art Poiſan'd; yes, 
Thou — F 4iſting Blif 
cen. ——Then welcome everlaſtin 
War die, 4et me here make a Vow. - obs 
Heay*n, and all I hope for there, I'm True, 
: King. Vows you had always ready when you ſpoke ;. 
How many of em have you made, and broke? 
Yet there's a Pow'r that does your Falſhood hear, 
A Juſt one too, and lets thee live. to, ſwear, 
How comes it thay above ſuch Mercy dwells, 
To permit Sin, and make us Infidels ? 
ueen. You have been. ever fo. to, all that?s Good, 
My Innocence had elſe been underſtood. 
At firſt your Love was nothing but your Pride, 
When I arriv*d to be the Prigce's Bride, 
You then a kind indulgent Father were: 
But finding me unfortunately Fair, 
Thought me a Prize. too. rich to. be poſſeſt 
By him, and ford Your ſelf into. my. Breaſt 
Where you maintain'd an unreſiſted Pow?r.z 
Not your own Danghter conld have. loy*d, yop more,. 
Till, conſcious of your Age, my, Faith was; blam'd,, 
AndI a lewd Adultereſs, proclain'd,. 
Accysd of fouleſt, Inceſt with your, Se 
What more could' my worſt Enemy. have: done ? 
King. Nothing, I hope.; I would not, have it aid, 
That in my Vengeance any, faylt I made. 
Love me? oh, low, pretence! too. feehly-built 
But *tis the conſtant fault, of Bying Gui * 
Ev'n to the. laſt to-cry tfare Innacent ;. 
When their Deſpair's ſo great, they can't. repent. 
om Thus having, urg'd, your, malice to the: head; . 
You ſpightfully are come to rail me dead, | 


| Had I heen Man, and had an.impians Wife, .- 
With ſpeedy Fury: Pe hays farce herdite.;. 
Tora a broad paſlape open to her. Heart, 

And there have ranſackt cach polluted part; 
Triumph'd and laugt'd © have ſeen the. iſſuing Flood; 


And 
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And wantonly have bath'd $ in Blood. 
That had out-doge the.Jow You bring, 
Much fitter for a Woman a King, 
King. Pra glad I know what Death yowd wiſh to have, 
You would go down in ſilence to your Grave 3 
Remove from future Fame, as youu Times, 
And bury with you if you cquld your Crimes, 
No, I will have my Juſtice underſtood, 
Proclaim thy Falſhood and thy Luſt afoud. 
Queen, About it then, the noble Wark begin ; 
Be proud and boaſt how cruel yor have been. 
Oh how a Monarcls Glory *twill advance ! 
Do, quickly tet it rich the Ears.of France, 
I've there a Royal Brother that is young, 
Who'll certainly revenge his Siſter*s wrong, 


Into thy Spain a mighty Army bring, 6 
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Fumble thee from thy Throne a wretched thing, 
And make it quite © thon &re wert King, 
King, 1 nere had pleaſure with her till this Night : 
The Viper finds ſhe's cruſt'd, and fain would bite. 
Oh, were He here, and durſt maintain thar word, 
I'd like an Eagle ſeize the callow Bird, 
And gripe him till the daſtard Craven cry'd, 
Then throw him panting by his Siſters ſide. 

Queen, Alas! 1 faigtand'fink;] my Lord, your Hand: [To. D. ]. 
My Spirits fail, and I want ſtrength to ſtand. 

D. Fobn, Oh Jealouſie, i 
A Curſe which none bur he that bears it knows ! Leads hey ts 
Sa rich a Treaſure who would live tv loſe ? 4 Chair. 

King. The Poiſon warks, Heay*n grant there were enough : 

She is ſa foul, ſhe may be Poiſon proof, 
Now, my falſe Fait. one | 

Queen, Tyrant, hences be gone, 

This Hours my laſt, and'let Rt be my own. 
Away, away ; I would not leave the Light 
With ſuch a hated ObjeR in ny ſight. 

King. No, I will ſtay, and ev'n thy Pray*rs prevent: 
I would not give thee kiſtre to Repent ; | 
But let thy Sins all in onethrong combine 
To plague thy Soul, as thow haſt rorturU mine. 

Queen, Glut then-your Byes 3- your Tyram-Fury feed, 
And triumph; but remember, when-Pm dead, - 
Hereafter gn your dying Pillows you 
May. feel thoſe Tortures which you give me now, 
Go on, your worſt Reproazches I ean bear, - 
And with *em all you ſhall not foreza- Tear, 

King. Thus, Auſtria, my off Freedomt obtain, 
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And once more ſhall appear my in. 

Love held me faſt, whilſt, like a f SOÞ, 

I of the thing was fond becauſe *twiF gay ; 

But now Þ ve thrown the gaudy Toy away. CEboli within, 
Eboli, Help, murther, help—— ; 
King, —— See, Auſtria, whence that Cry : 

Call up oor Guards, there may be Danger nigh. LEnter Guard. 
Enter Eboli in ber night-dreſs, wounded and bleeding, 
Rui-Gomez purſuing ber. 

Eboli, Oh! guard me from that cruel Murtherer. 

But *tis in vain, the Steel has gone too far. 

Turn, wretched King, I've ſomething to unfold, 

Nor can 1 die till the ſad Secret's told. | 
King. The Woman's mad : to ſome Apartment. by 

Remove her, where ſhe may grow tame and die, 

Fate come abroad to night reſolv*d to range. 

I love a kind Companion in Revenge. CHugs R, Go. 
Eboli. If in your Heart Truth any favour wins, 

If ere you would repent of ſecret Sins, 

Hear me a word. | 
King.——-W hat would'ſt thou ſay ? Be brief. 

Ebuli, Do what you can to fave that precious Life ; 

Try every Art that may her Death prevent : 

You are abugd, and ſhe is innocent. 

When I perceiv'd my hopes of you:were vain, 

Led by my Luſt I praQtis'd all my Charms 

To gain the Prince, Don Carlos, to my Arms. \ 

But there too croſt, I did the purpoſe: change, 

And Pride made him my Engyae for Revenge ; [T9 R. Gor 

Taught him 'to raiſe your growing Jealouſie, q | 


Then my wild Paſſion at this Prince did fly, 

And that was done for which I now muſt die. 
King. Ha, Gomez! ſpeak, and quickly is it fo * 
R. Go. I'm ſorry you ſhould doubt if*r be or no. 

She, by whoſe Luſt my Honour was betray'd, 

Cannot want Malice now to take my Head, 

And therefore does this Penitence pretend, 

Eboli. Oh Auſtria, take away that ugly Fiend : 

He ſmiles and mocks me, waiting for my Soul : 

See how his glaring fiery Eye-balls rowl. 

R. Go. Fhus is her Fancy tortur®d by her Guilt. 

But ſince you'll have my Blood, let it beſpilt. 

King. No More —_—_— wed 
Speak on, I charge thee, by the Reſt [To Eb. 
Thou hop'ſt, the Truth, and as thou. ſhalt be bleſt. 

Ebols. As what Pve faid is ſo, 


There may I find, where I muſt anſwer all, 


_ 
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What moſt 1 need, Heav'ns on my Soul, [ Dies, 
King. Heay'n! She was ſenble that ſhe ſhould die, 
And durſt not in the minute tell a Lie. 
D. Fobn. His Guilt's too plain, ſee his wild ſtaring Eye. 
By unconcern he would ſhow innocence : ; 
But harden'd;Guilt nere wanted the pretence 
Of great Submiſſion, when't had no defence, 
Thus whilſt of Life you ſhew this little Care, : 
You ſeem not guiltleſs, but betray Deſpair. 
King. His Life? what SatisfaCtion can that give? © 
But oh! in Doubt I muſt for ever live, 
And loſe my Peace Yet I the Truth will find: 
PII rack him for*t. Go, in this minute bind 
Him to the Wheel—— 
R. Go. How have [ this deſery'd, 
Who only your Commands obey'd and ſerv'd ? 
What would you have me do? 
King. Pd have thee tell 
The Truth: Do, Gomez, all ſhall then be well. 
R. Go. Alas! like you, Sir, in a'Cloud Pm loſt, 
And can but tell you what I think at moſt, 
You ſet me as a Spy upon the Prince, 
And I ſtill brought the beſt Intelligence 
I could ; till finding Him too much aware 
f me, I nearer meaſures took by Her : 
Which if 1 after a falſe Copy drew, | 
*'Tis I have been Unfortunate as You. 
King. And is this all thou haſt for Life to FITS 4 : 


R, Go. Dear Sir, your Pardon, it is all I know. 

King. Then, Villain, I am damn'd as well as thou. 
Heav'n! where is now th fleeping Providence, 
That took © little care of Innocence ? 
Oh, Auſtria, had I to thy Truth inclin'd, 
Had I been half ſo good as thou wert kind ! 
But Pm too tame: ſecure that Traitour. Oh Guard ſei- 
Earth open, to thy Centure let me go, Ws bim. 
And there for ever hide my Impious Head, ws 
Thou faireſt, pureſt Creature Heav*n &re made, 
Thy injur'd Truth too late I've underſtood ; 
Yet live, and be Immortal as th'art Good. 

ueen, Can you to think me Innocent incline 

On her bare word, and wonld not credit mine? | 
The Poiſon's very buſie at my heart: v 
Methinks I ſee Death ſhake his threatning Dart. 
Why are you kind, and make it hard to die? 
Perſiſt, continue on the Inj jury : 
Call me ſtill Vile, Inceſtuous, all that's foul, 


. 
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_ King. Oh pity, pity my deſpairing, Soul ; 
Sink it not quite. Raiſe my- Phyſicians 
Haſten *em quickly e're it be too late. 
Propoſe Rewards may ſet their Skill at ſtrife. 
Pll give my Crown to him that ſaves her” Life. 
Curſt Dog !——— | EY 

D. Fen. Vile Proſtitute ! | 

King. Revengeful Fiend ! 
But Pve forgotten half : to Carlos ſend ; 
Prevent what his Deſpair may make him do, 

Enter Henrietta. _ 

Henr, Oh Horrour, Horrour ! everliſting Woe Þ 
The Prince, the Prince ! | 

King, Ha ? ſpeak, 

Henr,—— He dies, he dies, | 
. Within upon his Couch he bleeding lies, 
Juſt taken from a Bath,, his Veins all 
From-which. the ſpringing Blood: flows ſwiftly ont; 
He threatens Death on all that ſhajl oppoſe 4 


alt ; 


FT Gomez. 


His Fate; to fave that Life which he-wil] loſe. 

King. Dear Auſtria, haſten, all thy InYreſt uſe, 
Tell him-it is. to Friendſhip an Offence, © ' | 
And let him: know his. Father's Penitence; 
Beg him to live, _———— | 

R: Go. Since you've decreed my Death, know *twill be hard : 
The Bath by me was poiſon'd when prepard. o 
Low'd him: that for. his late Pride. and'Scorn. 

King. There never'was fo curft a. Villain born.. 
But by Revenge ſuch Pains he ſhall go through, 
As ev'n Religious Cruelty ne*re knew. 
Rack him,! Pll broil him, burn: him: by degrees, 
Freſh Torments for him-ev'ry hour deviſe © 
Till he curſe Heavn, and then, the Caitiff dies.. 

ween, My faithful Henrietta, art thou come: 

To wait th* unhappy Miſtreſs to-her Tomb? 
I: brought thee hither from-thy Parents young, 
And now muſt leave thee to Heav'n knows what Wrong: : 
But Heavn to its Protection will receive 
Sach Goodneſs; let it then thy. Queen forgtve. 

Henr. How much I lov*d you, Madam, none can tell ; 
For *tis unſpeakable, 1:lov'd ſo well. 
A pfoof of it the World fhall quickly find :: 
For whenFyou die, Pl ſcarn ta ſtay behind. 

Enter D. Carlos ſapport ” ed between two, aud: 
eding.. 

D. John. See, Sirg your SOR. 


Don Carlos Tye of Spain. 53 
King. My Son? but Oh ! dare 
F uſe that Name, when this gd Obje&% near ? 
See, Injar'd Prince, who cis thy Pardon craves ; 
No more thy Father, but the worlſt of Slaves. 
Behold the Tears that from theſe Fountains flow. 
D. Carl. I come to take my Farewel, &ere I go 
To that bright Dwelling where there is no room 
For Blood, and where the Cratl never come. 
King. 1 know there is not, therefore mult deſpair, 
Oh Heav'n ! his Cruelty I cannot bear. 
Doſt thou not hear thy wretched Father ſue ? 
D. Carl. My Father, ſpeak The words once more, is't you ? 
And may I think the dear Converſion true ? 
Oh that I could- , 
King. By Heav*a thou muſt——it is ! 
Let me embrace and kiſs thy trembling Knees. 
Why wilt thou die ? no, live, my Carlos, live, 
And all the Wrongs that I have done forgive. 
D. Carl. Life was my Curſe, and giv'n me ſure in ſpight, 
Oh! had I periſht when 1 firſt ſaw Light, 
I never then theſe Miſeries had brought 
On you, nor by you had been Guilty thought. 
Prop me : apace [I feel my Life decay. 
The little time on Earth I have to ſtay, 


Grant I without Offence may here beſtow, Pointing to 
You cannot certainly be Jealous now, the Queen. 
King. Break, break, my Heart—— Leads D, Carlos 


D. Carlos. . Yeave thus more Kindneſs ſhown, to the Chair. 
Than if ya*'d Crown'd and plac'd me on your Throne, 
Methinks ſo highly happy I appear, 

That I could pity you, to ſee you there. 
Take me away again : You are too good, 

Queen, Carlos, igt you ? Oh ſtop that Royal Flood ; 

Live, and poſſeſs, your Father's Throne, when I, 
In dark and gloomy Shades forgotten lie. 

D. Carlos. Crowns are beneath me, 1 have higher Pride : 

Thus on you fixt, and dying by your ſide, 

How much a Life and Empire I diſdain ? 

No, we'll together mount, where both ſhall reign> 
Above all Wrongs, and never more complain. 

Queen, O matchleſs Youth ! © Conſtancy Divine ! 
Sure there was never Love that equalPd thine ;. 0 
Nor any ſo Unfortunate as mine. — 

Henceforth forſaken Virgins ſhall in Songs, 

When they would eaſe their own, repeat thy. Wrongs ;. 

And in remembrance of thee, for thy fake,. 

ASolema annual Proceſtion make 3, 
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In chaſt Devotion as fair Pilgrims come, 
With Hyacinths and Lillies deck thy Tomb 
But one thing more, and then, vain World, adiey': 
It is, to reconcile my Lord and You. | 
D. Car. H*has Qone no wrong to me, Fam poſleſt 
Of all, beyond my>xpetation bleſt, =. -** *® 
But yet methiaks there's ſomething in my heart 
Tells me I muſt not too unkindly patt. | 
Father, draw nearer, raiſe me with: your _ 5 
Before I die, what is't you would command 2 © 
King. Why wert thou made ſo excellently Good ? 
And why was it no ſooner underſtog@ ? 
But I was curs'd, and blindly led aſtray. 
Oh ! for thy Father, for thy Father pray. 
Thou may'ſt ask that which T'm too vile to dare ;. 
And leave me not tormented by Deſpair, 
D. Carl. Thus then with the remains of Life weF D. Carl. and the 
5 (kneel; } Queen /ink out 
May you be ever free from all that's Ill. of the Chairs, 
Queen. And everlaſting Peace upon you dwell. { and kneel. 
King. No more : this Vertue's too divinely bright ; 
My darken'd Soul, too converſant with 
-Grows blind, and overcome with too much Light. 
Here raiſe *em up : gently, ye Slaves, down, down. 
Ye glorious Tolls, a Scepter and a Crown 
For ever be forgotten, in your ſtead 
Only eternal darkneſs wrap my-head. x 
Queen. W here are you ? Oh! farewel, I muſt be gone. 
K+ng. Bleſt happy Soul, take not'thy flight ſo ſoon : 
Stay tall I die, then bear mine with thee too, 
And guard it up, which elſe muſt ſink below, 
Qu. From all my Injuries and all my Fears, 
From ſJeatonſie Love's hane, the worſt of Cares, 
Thus I remove to find that ſtranger Reſt, 
Carlos, thy Hand; receive me on thy Breaſt : 
Within this Minute how ſhall we be bleſt ! 
D. Carl. Oh, far above 
W hat-ever Wiſhes fran”d,or Hopes deſign'd ; 
Thus, where we go, we ſhall the Angels find 
For ever preſling, and for ever kind. 
24. Make haite,in the firſt Sphear T'll for you ſtay 
Thence we'll riſe both to everlaſting day. 
Fareywel , [ Dies. 
D. C. I follow you, now Cloſe my Eyes ; [[Leans on ber Boſom. 
Thus all ore bliſs the Happy Carlos dies. 
King. Ttrare gone, tare gone, where I muſt neer aſpire. 
Run, tally out, and ſet the World on fire, -  Alarum 
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Alarum Nature, let looſe all the Winds ; 
Set free thoſe Spirits whom ſtrong Magick binds 3 
Let the Earth open all her Sulptfrous Veins, ; 
The Fiends ſtart from their Hell, and ſhake their Chains 3 
Till all things from their Harmony decline, 
And the Confuſion be.as great as mige. 
Here.ÞIl lie down, and never more ariſe ; 
Howl out my Life, and rend the Air with Cries. 
D. Fobn. Hold, Sir, afford your lab'ring heart ſome Eaſe. 
King. Oh ! name it not : there's no ſuch thing as Peace. 
From theſe warm Lips yet one ſoft Kiſs Pl] take. + 
How my Heart beats ! why won't the Rebel break 'C 
My Love, my Carlos, Pm thy Father, ſpeak. 
Oh ! he regards not now my Miſeries, 
But's deaf to my Complaint, asT have been to his. 
Oh, now I think on't better, all is well; 
Here's one that's juſt deſcending into Hell : 
How comes it that he's not already gone ? 
The Sluggard's lazy, but PII ſpur him on. 
Hey ! how h&fiies:! ' 
R. Go. *Twas aimn'd well at my Heart. 
That I had Strefigth enough but to retort. 
Dull Life, ſo tamely muſt I from thee part? Y. 
Curſes and Plagues! Revenge, where art thou now ? ; 
Meet, meet me at thy own dark Houſe below. ; [ Dies. 
pe King. He's gone, and. now there's not ſo vile a thing 
SI. | | 
D. John. Remember, Sir, You are a King. 
King, A King? it is too little 3 Pll be more; 
I tell thee. Nero was an Emperour ; 
He kilPd his Mother : but P've that out-done, 
Murther'd a Loyal Wife and Guiltleſs Son. 
Yet, Auſtria, why ſhould I grow mad for that ? * 
E it my Fault I was Unfortunate ! ; 
D. Fohn, Colle& your Spirits, Sir, and calm your Mind. 
King. Look to 't; ftrange things I tell thee are delign'd. 
 Thon, Auſtria, ſhalt grow old, and in thy age 
Doat, doat, 'my Hero : Oh, along gray Beard, 
With Eyes diftilling Rheum, and hollow Cheeks, 
Will be ſach Charms, thou canſt not want Succeb. 
But above all beware of Jealouſie : 
It was the dreadful Curſe that ruin*d me. fe Oh, 
D. Jobs, Dread.Sir, no more. 
King. Oh Heart ! OlrHeav'n ! but ſtay, 
Nam'd I not Heav'n ? 1 did, and at the word 
(Methought 1 ſaw't) the Azure Fabrick Iſtirr'd, 


['Stabs R. Gomez. 


Oh, 
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55 Dax Carlos Prixce of Spain. 

Oh, for my veen and Son the Saints prepare, | 

But Pt MS and overtake %em there. 

Whirle, ſtop the Sun, arreſt his Charioteer ; 

P11 ride in that away z pull, him down. 

Oh, how I'll hurl the Wild-fire as I ran ! + x f 

Now, now .I. mount . Runs off raving. 
D. Fobn. Look to the King, . | | 

See 0 "his Fair one too Fritt care be dad. b6- Pointing to 

Deſpair, how vaſt a Triumph baſt thou made. - T Henrietta, 

No more in Love's enervate Charow Pil ly ; 

Shaking off Softneſs, to the Camp PN a 

Where Thirſt of Fame the aQive Here warms, 

And what Pre loſt in Peace z, regain in Arms 


——_— 


_— —_ _—_— 


THE 


EPILOGNE, 


O W what dye think Meſſage bither means ? 
N Yonder”s the Poet ek Kind Seem, 


He told me there was Pity in Face, m_ ; 
es rherefe feat eee 9 | Y 
Let me for once perſwade ye to be. yd 5 
ow be bas promis'd me to ftand my Fran. 

Avd if this time I eau your Ki 
Hell write for me, be ſmears by ow | 3 
When I am” big enough to: be in, Lowe. © 
Now won't you be g gd neurs Jfhe wat 
pong: Pl grow «s faſt as ere 
_ 17, if to bis Promo Wt. woo 

nk ont ; when that time c da net know, % 
Put I muy grow-in Long with ſhows of you | $ 
Or, at the worſt, ""'m certam I ſhall ſes 
Amongſt you thoſe-who'll fwear they're ſ@ with me; 
od LB tigf wig Ada 

Tou know , what your Unkindnaſe aft- has, douo/;. F 
Is On ferjake ihe POT aud turn Nun. - 


